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Editorial Overview
by Maria Ott Tatham

Welcome to Mythic Circle 2003. Please forgive us for being late again. Would you
believe we were kidnapped by trolls?
In a year when a fantasy film of the importance of 'The Return of the King has
swept the board of most Hollywood laurels, fantasy in print-a somewhat staid book or a
small magazine-can seem tame. But print is still the format that lets us enter, upon
invitation, into. the world of another mind; that forever excites us as we open the covers
and tum the first leaf on a new world; that forces us to take part in building it with the
bricks, brushes, and substance of our own imagination.
In this issue, you will find much that is old but still new: dragons, a raven, the
Minotaur, Selkies, mer, princesses, a magical mirror, and an immortal tree. You will also
begin a journey on the White Path with Little Bear, mount a horse for heaven with White
Wolf: and travel east with the Mistress of the Solstice and Ivan the Fool. You will join in
the felicitous nuptials of Cadmus and Harmonia. Climb to angry clouds on "Golubov's
Ladder". And, find a whimsical answer to the question "And Where Does Your
Neighbor Live?"
Dragons provided much inspiration for the pieces in this issue: the fiery Wonn of
legend, a shrewd watcher at the castle's backdoor, a drake who likes to go fishing, and
primal serpents that ring the world, tumble in mountain torrents, and mate in hidden
caves.
As always, our artists not only illustrate, but bring us into worlds of their own ...

Take your place at a feast for imagination.

Announcemeni.-

by
Gwenyth E. Hood
I have two big announcements in this issue. One concerns my new editorial assistant. Maria Ott
Tatham. Without her help, this issue of The Mythic Circle would not have appeared yet. She took up
much work and removed many burdens from my mind, not least of which was the task of explaining why I
was late again. I turned the task over to her, and I must say, she really hit the nail on the bead.
The other announcement concerns the mystery picture on the back cover. For more details, look on

p.64.
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''SHHH..

. ..''

by
Tony Baez Milan

The King stared outside the window
from the great room in his magnificent
castle. The day was bright. He .could
see the mountains far away with clarity.
He thought about the matter that had
been bothering him for the past few
days.
He expected his daughter to come in.
The King, a slender man with an often
sad face, was curious and anxious to find
out if his daughter's affliction had
passed. She had been in the same
condition for the past weeks but had
gotten worse lately. She would barely
eat, doing absolutely nothing more than
to argue and beg and holler.
"What am I to do?" whispered the
monarch to himself, a sigh taking all the
air from him. He felt a desperation that
was almost impossible to shake. He
reminded himself that he was a king, to
act as such. "Get a hold of yourself,
Your Highness," he said. "You are
above this. She is your daughter and this
is your castle. Beyond, your kingdom.
Behave like the great king that you are
and do not allow yourself any foolery."
Again, though, even after his best
effort, he sighed. He was consumed
with the problems his daughter had
brought to him. And now here she came
again.
"Father?" she asked in a finn voice,
the voice of a ruler in waiting.
He hesitated to answer. "Yes," he
replied finally.
She entered, her slender figure

walking towards her father·with sure
steps. "What have you decided?" she
asked.
The King thought about ·rt, turn1ng
over bis reply, trying to find another way
to answer. There was not any other way,
be thought, and so the answer came forth
the same as it had been before: "No."
"So!" she yelled. "If you will not let
me marry him, simply because be is not
of our position, I should think I will run
away!"
"You will not marry him, and you
will not run away," said the King
calmly. "There is but one way out of
here, only one path where you could go
unseen. Surely, you are not thinking of
tempting the Dragon."
She stared at her father, defying him,
and then opted to hurt him: "Mother
would have understood."
The King groped for his chair and sat
down, as he always did when anybody
mentioned bis queen. "Do not ... "
whispered he. "Please, your mother ... "
"Is dead! She is dead because of
you!"
"Shhh!"
''Now you stand to lose me also, and
you would prefer that rather than to let
me marry the one I have chosen. The
Dragon I should defy!" She turned
around and exited quickly, enraged,
which was not apparent by the smile
upon her lips, her beautiful face aglow.
One of the King's servants entered,
bowed, and spoke. "My lord ... the

.,

··.
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Dragon--should
him?"

we attempt to chain

"No. No use risking that many
lives." The King sighed confidently.
"My daughter is all I have left, and she
knows this well. She will not dare.
Besides, that Dragon is good only for
long, long naps. She will not risk it, I
am sure, but should she, I expect the
Dragon to be asleep."
At dusk, the Princess and her chosen
one prepared to leave. They packed
lightly. The heaviest thing they carried
was a bag full of coins of the highest
denomination, with which they would be
able to live for a long time, long enough,
she hoped, for her father's wrath to be
appeased. She would come back then.
"Are you sure this is the thing to do?"
asked her chosen one, a handsome
young man, twenty-two years old. "The
Dragon--are you not afraid of him?"
"Are you?"
He did not have to think about it.
"Yes. Very much so."
"There is not much to be worried
about. It is not known to the people, but
in the castle it is common knowledge
that the Dragon mostly sleeps. I myself
have played near him more than once
while he slumbered." She looked at her
chosen one and could tell he was not
convinced, so she said something that
would make him decide on the spot: ''If
you want to consummate your affairs
with me, we will walk by the Dragon
hand in hand."
"Agreed!"
Sure enough, the Dragon lay asleep.
They could bear him snoring inside the
cave, completely dark as it was, which
meant that his eyes were closed. When
he was awake, the large eyes could not
be missed, glowing with an orange fire.

The path was clear. On one side was
the cave, carved into the mountain, and
on the other was a very tall and solid
rock wall. It was the only way out of the
confines of the castle, if they wanted to
elope unseen. It was the only path with
no guards. Neither friend nor foe would
dare cross in front of the Dragon's home.
The fear was enough. There had never
been an incident.
"How do we know he is truly
asleep?" asked the young man in a
"'1lisper.
·
"Shhh ... "
He asked again, this time in an even
lower voice.
"He snores. Is that not enough for
you?" The Princess turned to him and
touched his flawless face. "Come, now.
It is only a few more steps."
They walked carefully, keeping their
sights on the end of the path, which was
not very far away, and after which they
could run and have a chance of hiding if
the Dragon awoke.
"I love you," said the young man to
the Princess, squeezing her hand.
"Shhh ... you fool ... ," she
answered. "We have almost made it.
Do not spoil it now."
They were just past the cave. The
Princess had a feeling of
accomplishment and her chosen one a
sense of relief. "We are almost there,"
she whispered in a very low voice ...
which the Dragon had heard clearly, as
he had listened to everything else they
had said without really understanding.
The Dragon had been asleep, but he
had heard their first steps into his
periphery. He had continued to snore-it
became a farce. He had sniffed the air
very subtly to discover a smell that he
recognized, that of a child who had
defied him before, playing carelessly
outside while he pretended to be asleep
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so many times. Forgiveness had not been easy
then, but she had been a child and the Dragon
had forgiven. Now the Princess was not a girl,
had not been for a long time, and yet she was
determined to defy him. This time it was
unforgivable.
The Dragon had heard every move and had
played along easily. Once, when they were in
front of the entrance of his cave, he had
chanced opening one eye, only very slightly.
He had seen the two silhouettes sneaking past
him. He had closed his eye again but opened
his ears.
From that moment he had started to brew
fire deep down in his old belly. He waited for
the right moment, which came now.
The young man was excited and let the

".;

Princess know, squeezing her hand even more
tightly. She sensed that he was about to say
something again and turned her head back to
look at him, for she was leading.
"Shhh ... almost ... there ... " There was
a smile of satisfaction in her face as they
continued forth.
Then, very unexpectedly and even more
unfortunate, the young couple heard a great,
loud inhaling noise behind them.
When they turned around, they had time
only to gasp in horror at the enormous ball of
fire that charged in their direction.
Inside the castle, the King heard the distant
roar of the Dragon, and sank into his chair
touching his heart.

, ·:.,,·.,. ...
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The Old Fishing Hole
by
Kathy Edwards
There's no babble of the stony throated brook
where beneath the tall and pristine pines
I drop my hook. I choose instead the silent, dark and rocky hole
in its cool and murky depths
I dip my pole.

Catlike curled upon the sun warmed rock I wait
for the slow, greedy, curious fish
to take my bait.
Drawn to the scent like moth to flame
I have but to idly wait
to snag my game.
Then puzzle, play and toast them right
in my bonfire breath
on a moonlit night.
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AND WHERE DOES YOUR NEIGHBOUR LIVE
by
Lala Heine-Koehn

Did I tell you about the people
who livein the paper house?
The rooms have walls of paper
witeh- a slit circa eight feet- long
for a door. They used to deal
in drills, screwdrivers, scissors
and all kinds of knives.
They didn't like their. business.
or perhaps they just decided
it was time to retire.
All the stuff is now in their house,
their furniture is made out of leftover tools. And it is rather neat
the way it looks: flowerpots
balanced on bits, on the tips
of knives; tables made of sawblades
resting on half-opened scissors.
As to the beds, I am not sure.
They are covered with paper bedspreads

and I cannot tell.
And I liketheir kids. They are·cut
out of paper, a row of eight with
their arms connected, but· each· one
of them has a different color
of hair and is differently dressed.
They are strung along the livingroom
wall and are very lively, playing
in the breeze.
I like their house. You don't have
to knock. The walls sway open
on their own. And inside, the air
is so good, smelling of grass
and flowers drifting from outside.
Each time I come to borrow a tool
or to visit and chat I wonder, why
so many people live behind walls
of brick and concrete.

In The Park On A Spring Afternoon
by
Lala Heine-Koehn
Allow me, my lady, he bows
from the waist, acknowledging
respectfully her white kid
gloves, stepping aside,
he holds up his coat tails,
ushers her into the mausoleum.
Even the dust is hushed:
orderly layers of graduated
gray, as on the marble steps upon which
a carved ebony box sits.
Allow me, the coat tails murmur,

arranging the lady' s hem
as she kneels down to pray.
Flicking a speck of dust
tumbling down a wax lily,
he retreats into a dark comer.
That she was
that she was, gracious and kind
loved by everyone, he moves
his lips, keeping an eye
on the order of the dust.
My lady, it is chilly in here,
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he whispers, moving the shadows
aside to catch the lady's eye.
But she does not hear.
The lady is praying:
Woe to my poor soul,
now I am alone, while you are
dead. What am I to do
with the husband you have
left behind?
Woe to my poor soul, now I am alone,
tears rivuleting down her pale
cheeks, from which the roses
have disappeared before
she came in.
My lady, let me get your furs,
the black tail of the coat
touches the lady's anus, careful
so as not to disarrange its mournful fold.
But she does
not hear, searching for a dry comer
on her lace handkerchief:
Woe to my poor soul
now I am alone while you are
quite dead. I never meant
to have your husband whole,
I only wanted him to share.
What am I to do with the half

you have left behind?
Woe to my poor soul
my shoulders are too fragile
to carry such a load. I plead
with thee, in the name of our
once shared responsibility,
give me a sign what is to be done!
Neighing of horses disturbs
the dust of another nearby coffin,
it rises in small puffy clouds,
obliterating the stone of the low
vaulted ceiling.
My lady, the horses are waiting.
The swallow's tail helps
the lady to her feet, she lifts up
the gossamer black weeds clinging
wetly to her face.
Driver, he calls with authority,
tomorrow the black plumes
on the horses are to be removed;
their tails and manes to be
braided with fancy tassels.
The lady will be resuming her
afternoon drives in the park.
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by
Donald T. Williams, Ph.D.

The king unto his troubadour
Said, "Come, a ditty while we sup:
Some sample of your ancient lore
To lift the weary spirits up.
Some tale of hero true and brave
Who faced the dragon's fire alone

A damsel or a town to save
And got for his reward a throne.
A lay of beauty and of dread,
Of starlit sky and distant shore,
A ballad of enchantment," said
The king unto his troubadour.
The minstrel took his lyre up,
His fingers poised upon the strings;
And motionless stood knife and cup
To watch the melody take wings.
So silence reigned throughout the hall,
And then the troubadour began
With notes like drops of rain that fall
Upon a parched and burning land.
First soft, then like a torrent down
It flowed, and swept them away,
Beyond the walls, beyond the town
Beneath the waning light of day.
They heard the western sky turn red,
Then fade away to black. They heard
The stars glint silver overhead
Until the morning breezes stirred
A land where they had never been.
A lull came, and they drained the cup.
Twas e're such like enchantment when
The minstrel took his lyre up.
He stood; the words began to flow.
With them the sun rose bright and clear,
And then the knights beheld the foe-

And hand was clenched on hilt for fear.
They saw the green and glittering scales;
They heard the rumbling of his blaze;
They felt their hearts begin to quail
Beneath the venom in his gaze.
They felt the dragon's baleful breath,
Surveyed the worm's appalling length,
And knew why men could long for death
Rather than assay his strength.
They saw the ruined countryside,
They saw smoke rising in the sky,
They saw the serpent's ramping stride,
And then the wonn began to fly.
Then darkness came upon them all;
They flung them down to wait for woe,
Save one bold warrior, strong and tall,
Who stood; his words began to flow.
"Come Death, Destruction, Flame, and Fire,
Come Malice, Madness, evil Spell,
Come Darkness, Doom, or Dragon's Ire,
I still defy thee, Fiend of Hell!"
He took the flame upon his shield;
It melted fast onto his hand.
The sword his other arm did wield
Became a beaming fire-brand.
What no mere mortal blade could do,
Heat from the worm's own evil heart
With one sword wielded fierce and true
Did: tore the gleaming scales apart.
The blood spurt scalding from his side;
The dragon roared and rose in pain;
A hundred tons of ravaged pride
Fell in a ruinating rain
Upon one still undaunted knight
Who scorned to raise his useless shield,
But lifted up with all his might
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The sword, and thus his fate was sealed.
Down came the worm; the knight went down,
But drove his point into its heart.
Then came a blast and dinning sound
To split the very sky apart.
A searing blaze leapt in the air;
The worm was his own funeral pyre.
But also on that warrior fair
Came death, destruction, flame, and fire.
The tear flowed freely down the cheek
Of comrades in that bitter glade;
They cursed their hearts, too slow, too weak
To stand and give their brother aid.
But then the flames began to part,
And, striding forth, the hero came:
For those who pierce the dragon's heart
Become impervious to flame!
Then down as one upon the knee
They fell, and took him as their king.

He swore them there to fealty
Upon his sword, still glistening.
So courage rose within each heart,
And with their oaths they gave it breath:
Ne'er more from duty to depart
Come fire, flame, destruction, death.
"They kept those vows in many deeds,
But those come in another tale;
And now, my brothers, we must needs
Drink our lord's health in frothy ale."
Thus ended the good balladeer,
And none could find a word to speak:
The last note faded in the ear,
The tear flowed freely down the cheek.
It seemed no time had passed at all;
It seemed eternity had run.
But as they left the banquet hall,
They saw the last light of the sun.
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Marya
by
Anna Kashina
"Marya" is a chapter from Anna Kashina 's novel, Ivan and Marya. The title is taken
both from the names of the protagonists, and from the name of a Russian flower. Here,
the powerful Marya, Mistress of the Solstice.first comes under the simpler, but more
powerful, influence of Ivan the Fool.

Sunset's auburn coat glimmered in
the sun, making him glow like an ember
fresh from the fire-pit. As we saw the
first houses of the village ahead of us, I
pulled him to a stop and patted his
steaming neck. We had to allow my
guard and the wagon to catch up with us.
I had to enter the village properly, as
befitted my station and solemn task.
The heavy draught pair
acknowledged Sunset with brief snorts
as they worked their way up to us along
the muddy road. This village was no
different from others. Peasants in our
kingdom never took time to fix the
roads.
Two files of guards alongside me,
I made my way past the wooden huts
that lined the muddy street. I bad never
been to this particular village, but I knew
where we were headed. The well.
The small crowd gathered there
watched us in silence. It was mostly old
women, who had undoubtedly been there
since morning to gossip about my
arrival. After five years of being the
Mistress I knew the game. Without

words being said, I had to follow the
unspoken signs.
I met the eyes of a tall matron,
whose round face peeked out of a
wrapped head-scarf like a hen out of its
nest. Her eyelids trembled slightly as
she withdrew her gaze to look at a group
of younger women a way off down a
side street. I signaled the wagon driver
to wait and walked my horse in that
direction, where the hesitant gazes
eventually led me from group to group
and on to an izba at the end of the lane.
It was an old, crooked house.
Even the logs composing its walls were
laid unevenly, as if placed by a drunken
builder. The man and woman standing
in its doorway looked sad, but not
desperate. They must have prepared
themselves for their fate. Good. I hated
tearful scenes. I couldn't afford to risk
feeling compassion.
I rode straight to them, and
stopped my horse in front of their low
wooden fence in visible need of repair.
"Mistress," the old man said to
me. "This is my youngest daughter."

Mythic Circle #26, pg. 12

The girl was wearing a plain linen
dress that looked baggy on her. Her
head was lowered, her hair covered by a
dirt-gray, knitted scarf. She must have
been crying, for her face was pale and
her eyes swollen.. Behind her, in the
darkness beyond the doorway, I heard
muffled sobs and guessed, more than
saw, the movement of other women,
who were undoubtedly told to hide when
I came to their home.
"Remove your scarf," I told the
girl.
Her hair was dark blond, of the
most common color one could find in
villages. She had pulled it all back into a
tight braid, and tucked it into her dress (
the usual village maiden hairstyle that
came in handy when they did their
work). What showed of her braid,
though, looked thick enough to be
pleasing when we would let her hair
loose on the night of the Solstice. I
leaned forward in the saddle to take a
closer look at her face. Her features
were regular enough to be pretty when
she wasn't so upset. She looked very
young and innocent through her mask of
tears. My instincts told me she must
indeed be a virgin, as the villagers
believed her. Everyone knew that
virginity was an absolute must.
I straightened in my saddle,
turning around to look at the frightened,
expectant faces around me. The silence
was almost palpable. It wavered in the
air like a heavy woolen curtain. I could
almost feel their anxiety upon me, and I
couldn't afford to feel.
"Very well," I said into the empty
air. "Bring her along."
Amidst the suppressed sighs of
relief, I turned my horse and left the
village.
We were .almost back to the palace

when it happened.
I have no idea why he ever caught
my eye. He looked like an ordinary
village idiot. Perhaps, one banished
from his own village for being too
stupid. He pushed through the crowd
with the absent smile of general
goodness on his face, his clothes ragged,
as ifhe had been wearing them for
months.
He found his way through the
rows of gapers on the main plaza, that
gathered to greet our procession into the
city, and stopped right in front of my
horse. People around him gave way to
let us ride through. But he just stood
there, gaping, his cornflower eyes misty
with wonder, his straw hair sticking out
in surprise. He stood so still that I had to
pull Sunset to a stop not to run him over.
I wish I hadn't done that.
One of my guards raised his whip,
but I stopped him with a gesture before I
had time to think why.
And then Imade a mistake. I
spoke to him, never realizing how
dangerous it was to show any reaction at
all. I opened a small crack in my
defenses for th.is stupid village boy.
Was it enough to matter?
"You're in my way," I told him
sternly. I always spoke sternly, when
addressing a commoner.
He smiled like a child who was
offered a candy. He didn't seem to
understand my words.
And then I heard his voice.
"You are very beautiful!" he said.
The voice was so clear, so intense
that, even though he spoke quietly, his
words rang with echoes through the
deathly quiet plaza.
I had been told this many times by
men much more impressive than him.
And yet, these words had never meant
anything to me beyond .a plain
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acknowledgment of the well-known fact.
It never made me feel- like this. It never
made me feel.
"Can I come .and visit Y-OU .in the

castle?" he went on. "I would very
much like to talk to you,"
It was his eyes that drew me.
Their cornflower blue held such warmth,
such mischievous vigor as I had never
seen before. There was wonder in these
eyes equal to that of a child. And yet,
there was also sorrow hidden within
their depth. It made me want to come
closer to him. To touch his hand.
I had no time for this.
I forced my eyes off his face and
looked past him at the frozen crowd of
onlookers. Then, I moved my gaze to
the guard with the whip.
"There is an idiot on the loose," T
said. ~Get him out of my way."
I urged Sunset forward. The
mighty horse easily side-stepped the
obstacle and walked on towards the
palace. I heard a whiplash .and
suppressed gasps behind me. but Inever
turned to look,
Ientered my circular room that
occupied the entire top floor of the East
Tower of the palace. Its gray dimness
was soothing. Calm spread over me as I
moved my gaze across the simple
furnishings, including only the things
necessary for my life and my magic.
Basic, essential things (nothing that
could induce feeling, that could bond me
in any way). A low wooden bed;
shelves, filled mostly with books,
running along the wall; a tall, darkwood wardrobe in the comer; a massive
chest between two narrow windows,
bearing the sacred objects for the
Solstice Ceremony; the Mirror between
the shelves and the door. And, of
course, the part .of the .room chosen .by

the Raven for his dwelling.
The Raven- W$ asleep-on ms
perch. He didn't stir when I walked in.
He could be a very sound sleeper when
he wanted to be.
"You. look tired.Maryushka,"
Praskovia said as she followed me
inside. Alone in my room, with the deed
of the day accomplished, we saw no
need to keep up the formalities.
I turned to look at Praskovia's
concerned face. Sometimes I wished I
could forget who I was and hide my face
on her large bosom, like I sometimes did
when I was a child. Or, at least, to sit
with her like we used to and talk about
what was on my mind. But how could I
tell her that I had been so shaken by
seeing a daft village boy down on the
plaza? What would she think of me
then1
She must be right. I was tired.
AfteF a day's worth-of travel, I had-every
reason to be. "It was a long ride," I told
.her.
"You need to eat," Praskovia said.

"You are.so

pale,

Let me.send.scmeone,

up with a bowl ofborsch."
I considered it. She was right
again. I probably needed to eat. But I
felt no hunger. And, I couldn't bear to
think of the fussy kitchen maidens
invading my room with their
cheerfulness that they tried so hard to
hide in my presence.
"Maybe later," I said. "I want to
be alone."
The handwoman stood for a
moment, looking at me. I could sense
her worry, but I distanced myself from
it. T had enough emotions for one day.
Fading to catch my gaze,
Praskovia turned and walked towards the
door in· smooth, graceful steps. She
must have been quite a beauty in her
youth. I wondered .if I would look -like
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that when 1 grew older.
When the door closed behind her, I

walked straight to my Mirror.
As usual, its surface was mistygray, reflecting nothing until a question
was asked, As usual, I started with the
question Ihad been asking the Mirror
ever since I was twelve.
"Show me the most beautiful
woman in the world."
The gray mist thinned and
disappeared, revealing my own face. I
knew I would see myself, and I could
have simply asked the Mirror to show
me my reflection, but I always found this
simple ritual soothing to my pride. I
smiled, and my face in the Mirror smiled
back at me, pale and powerful. Mistress
of the Solstice. Daughter of Death.
It was the next question to the
Mirror that made everything go wrong.
"Show me my thoughts," 1 told the
Mirror absentmindedly, watching the
reflection of a tiny vertical line in the
middle of my forehead, where the dark
arches of my eyebrows came together, a
line that wasn't there before, I watched
my face disappear, watched the gray
mist waver beneath the smooth surface
of the glass, and then . . .
I was staring into a pair of shiny
eyes, blue like cornflowers, innocent like
the eyes of a newborn baby. His
freckled face was smiling, bis straw hair
standing on end just the way it had back
at the plaza. His lips moved, mutely
uttering the stupid phrase from before:
'You are very beautiful.' The sparkle in

the blue depths of bis eyes pierced me to
my very soul.
I drew back, nearly falling because
my feet weren't fast enough to move me
away at the speed I desired. I shouted:
"Stop!" to the Mirror, and his face was
immediately replaced by the grayish
mist. The Raven awoke on bis perch
and shrieked hoarsely, trying to get my
attention. But I could see nothing except
the cornflower eyes, could hear nothing
except those words, which, along with
the soft undertones of his voice, sent
shivers through my body: 'beautiful,
beautiful, beautiful ... '
"How dare he?" I whispered.
"How dare he tell me I am beautiful!"
"Because you are beautiful,
Marya," the Raven told me quietly.
"The most beautiful maiden in the
world."
"lam not a maiden!" 1 retorted,
the sound of the Raven's voice
somewhat calming me down. Maidens
are virgins, and by my Father's Death I
was not a virgin! I will not be caught by
these bonds!
I wished I could see Father, draw
strength from bis pale, handsome face,
from the light in his hawk-like eyes that
could drive the memory of the silly
cornflowers right out of my head. I
wanted to go to him, to touch his hand,
to hear bis calming voice. But I didn't
dare. I didn't want to show him my
weakness.
I knew what I had to do.
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Voices in the Dark
by
Greg Beatty

A snort came from the darkness. 'That
isn't what most people ask first, you
know."
Theseus cocked his head. Which of
the five passages had the voice come
from? He cleared his throat and tried
again. "What--what do they ask?"
"How I find my way around. Why
they have to die. Why I have to kill them.
Sometimes, what god made me this way.
A lot of the time they don't ask any
questions at all."
Definitely the left. Theseus turned
that way, his back stiffening as he felt the
breeze from the right-hand passage,
carrying the scent of old violence. "They
don't talk?"
"They cry. And they pray. You
might as well come out. I can smell you. I
can hear your heart racing from here."
The boy stepped out of the shadows.
"That's better. You're braver than
most."
Theseus's eyes moved from side to
side. "Do they run away?" he asked.
"They all run. Some sooner. Some
later."
"Do you chase them?"
"I don't have to. Sooner or later they
always reach a place where the passage
stops, and they give up."
"And then you eat them?"
"Do you see anything else here for
me to eat, boy?"
Theseus looked at the walls on either
side of him, up at the stars, into the

shadows, down at the splashes of dried
blood turned black by moonlight. "I can't
see anything. I can't even see you."
A dull clopping sound. Another. An
immense figure stepped from the right to
face the boy in the moonlight The boy
turned quickly towards it, flinching. It was
much taller than he was. Male, naked,
hoofed. The boy pulled his right hand
from behind his back. The moonlight
reflected off the sword it held.
"Is that your courage, boy?"
Theseus was silent. Was this the
Minotaur? It had to be; who else would
be trapped here? But he hadn't expected
someone so ugly. So human. So sad. "I
still want to know. What do you do
between sacrifices?"
"Between? After I've gnawed all the
bones cJean, licked my fingers dry? After
every last bit of you is gone? I lick dew
from the walls. 1 lick the blood from the
cracks. I walk the passages and look at the
sky. And I get hungry."
"And no one ever gets away?"
Silence. The Minotaur turned its
horned head towards a smaJJ pile of
feathers at the base of a nearby wall. "One
did."
"Icarus."
"Yes. I watched him. Watched
them. His father built this place. My
father=his father helped him escape. They
were the first ones who weren't afraid to be
here, in the dark. I watched them. They
worked together to gather feathers. Gull
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feathers. Dove. Most from vultures. And
they put them all together and they flew
away. Higher and higher and higher. I
watched them. I got hungry after, so
hungry, but I didn't care. They flew."
The taller figure raised its arms

above its head, let.them slowly lower, held
them out at its sides, Dropped· them,
Theseus. felt his. heart grow cold. The
Minotaur's.heavy arms were. intricately
mapped with old scars. In past battles,
with men, Theseus had won with speed,
whittling their limbs and stepping back to
watch them fall. That wouldn't work here.
He'd have to get it as lost as he'd been in
the maze. He saw one distant hope, frail as
a.feather. He licked dry lips and made his
voice as hard as his path.
"He fell."
"He flew!"
The speedy violence of the
Minotaur's response let him know that he'd
found his way, however terrifying.
Theseus made himself smile. He raised his
left hand, pulling the string he carried up
into the moonlight. "Yes, he flew. He
flew higher and higher and higher."
He stepped on the lower end of the
string with one foot, and pulled the rest of
it taut against the edge of his blade.
"He flew higher. And higher. And
then he flew too high. And his wings fell
apart. And then he fell. Into the sea."
The string parted. One end fell to
the ground, vanishing in the shadows.
Theseus jammed the useless remnant in his
belt. The game was set now. He couldn't
run, couldn't follow any further, couldn't
even find his way out without getting lost.
Now he would win, or die. Without
thought, he found his sword extended in
front of him. Theseus made his voice
harsher still. "Where he drowned, dead.
Dead, gone, and wasted."
''No!"
"Everyone knows it. You could ask

anyone, in any agora of any town.
Everyone knows. They'd tell you. If you
could get there. If you didn't scare them
away. If your father let you out of here."
"No! He flew! They flew."
"Oh, his father flew, true enough.
Flew away home, safe and sound. He has
a new wire and is- making new sons.
Licking the dew from her cracks. Walking
her passages. B'ut he's forgotten all about
Icarus. Because Icarus fell."
"He flew! They had to fly,
together!"
Theseus braced his rear foot against
the wall and clasped his left hand about his
right on the sword hilt as the Minotaur
closed its eyes, and ran towards him, arms
stretched out to the side, hoofs clattering
against the labyrinth floor, echoing into the
night. The sword plunged deep into its
stomach. The boy prince released the
sword hilt and slumped back against the
wall, his face in shadow.
The Minotaur fell to its knees, then
its side. "I-I was saving feathers."
Theseus, the boy whose father had
sent him into a maze to kill a monster,
watched the blood flow from the
Minotaur's side, its red heat turning black
in the moonlight like the blood of the
victims. The other victims. He took the
now tangled skein of thread from his belt
and threw it down. The blood pooled
against the thread, darkening it. The blood
slowed, then stopped. The Minotaur lay
between the walls of the labyrinth, a few
steps away from a pile of feathersnow
splattered with blood.
Crying, Theseus said, "I know you
were. If I were you, I would have too. But
he fell. We all fall in the end." He turned
and walked away, pausing once to pick up
the other end of the thread he had dropped,
the thread he had cut, the thread that would
lead him out of the labyrinth.
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The Marriage of Cadmus and Harmonia
by
Joe R. Christopher
.The poem, in rima royal, was written/or the marriage of a friend of mine, Donna Walker-Nixon
(hence the dedication). She's a writer of realistic fiction, mainly laid in Texas (think of
something in intention like Anderson's Winesburg or Faulkner's Yoknapatawpha). Hence the
emphasis on writing the history of Thebes in my poem. Her husband is also going to do some
writing. I picked the Greek myth of Cadmus and Harmonia because it got in a marriage and an
emphasis on the introduction of the alphabet to the Greeks-and hence writing. The theme of
agapeleros is set up in a discussion, and is echoed again in the necklace of Eros=this material is
because of my interest, not because of my friend. The story of Cadmus and Harmonia was in my
mind because, in 1994, I read Robert Cafasso 's retelling of it; some details I borrowed from
him, some from elsewhere. I read my poem at my friend's wedding-one of two original poems
read there.

For Donna Walker-Nixon and Timothy Charles Hobbs

When Thebes was built with all its seven gates,
Why then Phoenician Cadmus felt it time
His festal marriage bond to celebrate
Wrth Harmony, in feast and dance and rhyme,
In sacred vows, in irises and thyme.
Oh cast the crocuses, narcissi, mint,
Before their feet; cast petals without stint.
From Mount Olympus, the goddesses came down,
The gods came also, taking mortal form,
For Cadmus once had gained a great renown,
Distracting Typhon, he with heads a-swarm,
From his control of Zeus's lightning storm.
When Cadmus played his pipes, his harmony
Was such that Typhon listed the melody.
Then Zeus bepromised him the lovely daughter
Of Ares and of Aphrodite fair,
Mythic Circle #26. pg. 20

Harmonia, whose presence ever brought her
High praise and admiration's sudden flare-To see her was to love the very air.
Within her presence, the world seemed unified,
When-else a cleft would land from land divide.
At banquet Zeus and Cadmus calmly sat,
Pouring each other wine, talking of eros;
But not techniques or moody pitapat,
But high results of Love's besharpened arrows,
Like running fast-flowing waves thorough the narrows.
Can eros lead to highest agape
(They asked), from body into soul array?
While males of body and of psyche spoke,
Came Aphrodite ever young and fair
And gave an ancient necklace, with jewels yoked,
To Harmony, her mortal daughter there-A necklace rich to every eye ensnare.
"Receive this collar that Zeus gave Europa,
Of beryls built, of moonstones, turquoise, opal.
"Hepheestus wrought this first for Eros' birth,
Your strong, immortal brother, and it shall bless
Your union with this man through life on earth-Although in later hands, its gaudiness
Shall lead to great disaster, great distress."
She clasp mock serpents 'round Harmonia's throat,
And lo! her beauty shone, sans antidote.
Then Zeus blessed Cadmon too, "Your rule shall bring
Your people knowledge of a lasting kind:
No longer tied to oral accrediting,
No longer with mere memory aligned,
No longer kept within a skull's weak mind;
For longer than stone monuments shall last
The reeds that bow to breeze 's weakest cast."
Oh glorious alphabet, oh letters true,
Not just for priests, not just for traders skilled,
But for the people's use as they would doFor epitaphs and love songs, drames of a guild,
For tragedies and satyrs, and epics willedMythic Circle #26, pg. 21

Or-writ on clay, papyrus, or on stone,__

A kingdom's glory's built on words alone.
OfTbebes, the history's remembered yet- The sown men at the first, andSemele,
Mother of Dionysus; stone walls then set
By lyring of Amphion; the Sphinx's fee;
Oedipus's return; Antigone,
After the Seven against the City failed;
Tiresias' word ofloss-their sons prevailed.
No catalogue is more than mere suggestion,
A hint of verbal wealth a city holdsThe gods, perhaps, knew all that great succession,
But Cadmus and Harmonia time controlled,
Nor yet Tiresias born that knowledge tholed.
What Zeus meant in his blessing was not clearThe couple took the words as thoughts to revere.
And lo! the great procession from the hall
To where the marriage chamber central lay,
The wedding bed at Thebes' own center installed,
With mythic scenes on tapestries displayedZeus and Mnemosyne at play, at play.
Oh Hymen, god of marriage, went before them,
There casting petals up, which settled o'er them.
Petals of roses, hyacinths, and thyme,
Of crocuses, narcissi, violets-Almost it seemed the very skies betimes
Were raining flowers, a sprinkled coronetA beauty which their thoughts, their love, did whet.
Midst odors, colors, music's joy out-rangAn epithalamion Apollo sang.
And what results for Thebes did come of this,
This last time gods came down to mortal wedding?
'What came, what came, of blessings and of bliss?
What came to raise the state with glory spreading?
What fixed the way men thought to firm embedding?
Phoenician letters taught by Cadmus free,
Through love of urban, beauteous Harmony.
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Aclypsia
by
Terry Ehret
The following excerpt is from Sleep under Stones. a narrative re-invention of the story of
the fall of Troy. In Homer's Rimi. the myths of creation are told as living images on the
magical shield of Achilles. In this version, Aclypsia, Troy's oracle priestess, blind with
age and crippled from birth, tells an even older story of creation to her student, the young
Laocoon, to teach him how to recognize the deep, invisible powers that link the human,
spiritual, and natural worlds. Jn Homer's story, the human sphere is represented by two
cities: The City of War, pictured in the ritual of animal sacrifice; and the City of Peace,
pictured in dancing. It is an ancient dance Homer describes, one practiced in Delos,
Crete, and Anatolia=the Old Europe before the Bronze Age Hellenic world emerged.
Aclypsia 's images, scratched in dirt, hearken back to that lost City of Peace and their
sacred dance of life.

Aclypsia grasped her willow stick in her
right hand, her signal to Laocoon that she- wasready to be escorted. By now, Laocoon was
used to the temple custom of not touching. He
was already two years into his training. At
first it had been frustrating and pointless. How
could he be expected to guide the old woman
if he was forbidden to touch her? He forgot
many times. But when he did, he found he
wasn't punished or scolded, only gently
reminded, as if he'd committed not a violation,
but a small breach of courtesy. It was easier,
he discovered, to exert himself in the cause of
courtesy than in blind observance of a temple
rule.
As soon as the priestess was standing, the
boy positioned his hand on the staff just below
hers. Then, timing his movements to match
hers, he guided her without actually leading
her down the steps and along the short path to
the temple house and its walled garden on the
terrace below. The priests and priestesses of
all six temples shared the garden, but here
Aclypsia and her acolytes grew and tended the
herbs and roots they needed for healing and for

the monthly oracle ritual. In the afternoon sun,
the-air was·fragrantwith sage, thyme, henbane,
rosemary. Red flowers of oleander, and the
even brighter scarlet of poppies, stood out
against the whitewashed wall of the garden.
Under the shade of an old fig tree in one
comer of the yard, Aclypsia stopped. Laocoon
let go of the willow stick and unfolded the oxhide stool he had been carrying in his right
hand. Then he gently took hold of the stick
again to help the old priestess to her place.
His own was on the ground at her feet, his
knees gathered in his arms and tucked up
under his chin.
A breeze stirred the air, lifting and tossing
the broad, three-fingered leaves of the fig.
Laocoon watched the shadow patterns as they
played. Sun and shadow flickered on the wall
beside him and on the ground around his feet.
Aclypsia took a deep breath which made
Laocoon look at her, the announcement of the
story she had promised.
But she did not speak. She only breathed,
inhaling and exhaling deeply and slowly.
Laocoon followed the play of light and
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shadow on her gown, on the brown, papery
skin of her arms and hands she rested on her
knees. The patterns flickered across her face.
Then· he saw something he had not seen
before. Or, he thought he saw it. The light
moved by itself: independent of the breeze, a
shimmering vapor around Aclypsia's body. It
was there and not there, outlining her form.
Impulsively he reached toward her knee,
touching the outer edge of that strange light.
"Tell me what you are seeing," he heard
Aclypsia say, and he snatched his hand back to
his side.
"Nothing," he muttered. "Only the light on
your gown. I wasn't going to touch you."
"I know, boy. You have done nothing
wrong. Tell me about this light you can see."
Laocoon hardly knew what to say. How
could there be words for this? He couldn't
even be sure of what he had seen. ''There is a
light around you. Shadows and light and wind
in the leaves. 1bat's all."
"Look at me:' she said softly, though how
she could tell he wasn't looking at her, he
didn't know. He did as sbe instructed, shifting
his position beside her slightly so that he could
see her entire form without turning his head.
She was sitting very still, hands on her knees,
back straight. Her head was tilted slightly
upwards, and her eyes were closed. There was
nothing there, and he was about to say that
when he glimpsed it again--a current in the air
that encircled the old priestess, first around her
head and shoulders, then her hips and thighs,
finally closing itself around her feet in one
fluid, lambent stream of light, moving and not
moving.
It made him think ofOceanos, the serpent
river at the edge of the earth whose carved
image he had just been studying on the front of
the altar in the temple. Oceanos, Python,
Ouroboros, Ophion. Aclypsia had smiled
when be had spoken the names of the sea.
What is the symbol of earth and sea? "A
circle," he had answered.

Now here was something marvelous and
new before him, a circle of light that came--it
seemed from the sun-no, it came from the
wind that moved the light, or did it come from
her? From her breath? Light that moved, and
did not move, like a river's current Why is the
altar of the sea in the temple of the sun? she
had asked him. Was this what Oceanos was?
A river of light, coiling and encircling the
earth, set in motion, as this light was, by wind?
breath? pneuma?
There was something here he almost
understood, like a dream forgotten upon
waking. And so, as he had been trained to do
with such dreams, he kept silent and still.
Perhaps the answer would come to the surface,
would reveal itself on its own, as long as he
could resist probing it too much with his
impatient thoughts.
Helios, he wanted to call it, and then
Oceanos. But when he was finally able to
speak, he felt unwilling to give it a name.
Instead he heard himself saying vaguely: "A
thiQg which has no beginning and no end."
"Yes," Aclypsia answered, exhaling as she
spoke so that: the sound of her affirmation·
lingered on her breath. She opened lier blind
eyes and smiled at the boy. "Good."
And then the spell was broken. The
mysterious light was gone, though the sun and
shadows still played in the air around and
between them, on the ground and on the wall
of the garden.
"Laocoon, you are a true child of the sea,"
she pronounced. "I was right to choose you."
The boy dropped his head against his knees
and clasped his arms tighter, hugging himself.
As much as he longed for it, her praise
embarrassed him, especially because this time
it felt unearned. He had seen something, yes.
But, he didn't know what it meant. He felt
even now the intimacy and the importance of
this vision Aclypsia had shown him, but he did
not understand it, nor did he know why his
vague answer had met with her immediate
approval. They sat together now without
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speaking, while they listened to the wind in the
leaves and the bustle of the citadel beyond the
walls of the garden.
"How many names for silence do you
know, my boy?" Aclypsia asked, breaking the
comfortable quiet between them sooner than
he wanted.
"A 'full-of-questions' silence, for one," he
said, aware that his answer sounded a little
cranky. He had thought the riddles were for
the temple; the garden was for stories.
"Yes, that's a noisy one, but it is good.
What else?"
He sighed and closed his eyes. ''There is
the silence of the grotto under the Eastern
Tower."
"Hollow and holy. Yes, I know that
silence, too. Any other?''
Laocoon could think of ways that silence
felt, but it was hard to think of names for these
feelings, and besides, he didn't really want to
have to think about where these questions
were leading. He sighed again and put his
bead down on his knees.
"My teacher, old Ewystheos, was a great
priest and wise, but like you, careful of
words," Aclypsia said, after a long time.
"My eyes tell me almost nothing about the
world now, but my ears have taught me much
about silence. Some silences are soothing like
a white sand harbor where the grains are clear
as light in your band. Some silences are tense,
angry like the air before a storm, or especially
in the hours before the earth shakes. Some
silences are fumbling and awkward, and some
are full of humming and breathing and
shuffling, like a hushed crowd in the king's
megaron."
"The way the temple sounds just before one
of your pronouncements."
"If I'm lucky," she smiled.
"Priestess?" he asked cautiously.
"Yes, boy?"
"You asked me a riddle in the temple I
couldn't answer. I know what you showed me
just now, the light I couldn't name, I know that

must be the answer, but I don't understand. I
want to ask you, but I don't know the right
words for asking."
"You and I don't need words for this. And
only a teacher needs to know the right
questions."
Her response was meant to encourage him,
and it did, but it was also a reminder that
Laocoon must wait for her lead. As his guide
in the mysteries of Apollo's temple, Aclypsia
had the right to engage her pupil in question,
but as listener-in-training, he was not allowed
this privilege. He could answer, but he could
not ask.
Then he remembered: "You said you would
tell me a story."
"And so I shall, now that you are ready."
Aclypsia lifted her hands from her knees,
moved her willow stick to her left hand and,
leaning forward, swept a smooth space in the
dirt before her feet.
Laocoon rose to bis knees to see more
clearly the designs she would use to illustrate
her tale. This was to be a sacred story, and his
listening required that he attend to each word,
for even the smallest detail was important.
"In the beginning all was darkness," the old
priestess began, and as she spoke, she
scratched in the dirt a circle, symbol of earth.
"Eurynome, first mother of creation, whom we
call Ge, lay beneath the vast, primal water and
nothing moved.
"Nothing, that is, except the eternal waters
of the underworld, which course through the
coils of the great sleeping serpent, Ophion,
Time-Without-Age." Now she added to the
circle a dot in the center, which Laocoon took
to be the coiled serpent in the belly of the
earth, but which be also recognized as the
symbol of Helios, Apollo, Sun.
"Deep inside the earth, the serpent shifted,
and with that small movement, the first land
parted the primal water's dark surface, heaving
up like the back of a bull." Aclypsia lifted her
stick from the ground and waved it in the air
above them, tracing the two-bumped outline of
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a bull's head and back. And as she did,
Laocoon could see the air between them
buckle and swell, like the powerful surf off
Cape Sigeum he had imagined as he had
struggled with her riddle in the temple, and for
the first time he understood why the Lord of
the Ocean was sometimes pictured as a bull.

"This land that arose from Ophion's
undulations, dividing the sea from the sky, was
little more than a hump of rock,'; she
continued. "But on that rock there grew a tree,
and the roots of that tree reached down
through the fathomless water and attached the
rock to its mother, Eurynome, below. Then, as
the great serpent awoke from its sleep and
began to uncoil itself in the bowels of the
earth, the rock-island swayed on its long stalk
above the water, dancing with Ophion's
movement like a flower in the winds.
"The name of this drifting island was
Delos, and here it was that the world began.
Again and again the serpent turned and
twisted." And now she traced another line,
which began just inside the original circle and
spiraled slowly inward in concentric rings, till
the tip of her willow stick touched the dot in
the center. She paused, clearing her throat in
mock solemnity. Laocoon immediately heard
the shift in her tone and looked up.
"Of course, some say the island was Kriti,
some Kypros, but I have always been partial to
Delos. What do you say?" she asked, and her
serious face broke into a crinkly smile.
Laocoon realized he had been holding his
breath tensely. He relaxed his shoulders,
breathing easily again. "I say we stick with
Delos," he agreed, smiling back. The boy also
guessed that Aclypsia's pause was meant as a
cue. They had reached the mystery at the
center of her tale, and what was to come next
was perhaps the most important lesson she had
ever trusted him to learn.
''Now, boy, tell me the question you could
not answer this morning."
"How is the sea the husband of the earth?"
"And the serpent's names you know already

by heart?"
"Oceanos, Python, Ouroboros, Ophion,"
"Ophion, yes, good."
Laocoon forced himself to concentrate even
harder on the drawing at his feet, the spiral
within the circle, and the dot her willow stick
pointed to in the center. The answer to the
riddle must lie there. There, and in the part of
the story Aclypsia would now reveal. He
waited for her voice to take him back to the
heart ofit, where earth was a living tlling,
roused by the coursing waters of river and
ocean to the first act of creation.
''Now Ophion rose up inside Eurynome
who arched and shuddered," Aclypsia said,
sitting up straighter on her stool. "Earth sat up
and braced her knees. From the knot of their
interwoven bodies, the vaporous Ether, Chaos,
and Night were born." Aclypsia lifted her
stick, tapping the air above Laocoon's head as
she named each of Earth's first children, and
Laocoon followed with his eyes.
"Great Ophion, Time-Without-Age,
wrapped itself seven times around this gloomy
fog, until it hardened into a single luminous
shell," and the tip of the willow stick made
seven loops in the air, coming to rest in the
direction of the sun which had just dropped
between the leaves of the fig and the garden
wall. Had Aclypsia been able to see, the rays
would have been shining directly in her eyes.
"Finally, the shape split open. Out poured
Helios, radiant light, and all the visible world
of appearance."
Aclypsia returned her stick to the dirt,
wiggling a wavy line out from the middle of
the circle, through the concentric spirals, till it
pierced the outer perimeter. Now she
scratched another circle around the earth on
which she drew a head of a serpent, holding its
tail in its mouth.
"You know, boy, the women ofDelos tell
this story by dancing." Aclypsia was speaking
in her own voice now, not her formal story
voice. She took up her willow stick, planting
it straight on the ground between her feet, and
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rested both hands casually on the handle. Both
boy and teacher relaxed.
"We caJl it Geranos, The Crane Dance,
after the great crane that flies through the starpath in spring and summer--Cygnus, you call
her, I think?--and for the flocks of white
cranes the goddess rides when she returns to
our island, marking the winter's end.
"Each woman takes hold of a red ribbon,
and then they dance the crane's courtship,
twisting to the left, then to the right, now
toward, now away from the center. We say
the dance honors Aphrodite of the white seafoam, because the Geranos calls up the fertile
powers of that goddess in the spring. But
when we dance it, we are also telling the story
of creation. The red ribbon that connects the
women forms the path of the great serpent
Ophion, twisting and turning in the womb of
Eurynome.
"They say the women of Troy once knew
the steps to this dance, that they marked the
path when first the walls were raised. And
they say its magic keeps our enemies away.
The women ofKriti dance the story, too. The
Bee Dance in the spring, and I have heard
some dance it with living serpents in their
hands, though l have never seen this. I did
once see the men· and women of the Bull Court
at Phaistos not long before I came here to
Troy. They dance the story at dawn at
midsummer. They leap over the horns of the
bull as they dance, and when they are done,
they decorate the bull's horns with flowers."
Aclypsia seemed lost in her own memories,
but Laocoon enjoyed moments like this with
his teacher. He had not traveled, except once
to the island ofTenedos around the cape. Her
stories of the island people enchanted him,
bringing to life scenes he sometimes glimpsed
on the coins and painted urns petitioners
brought their offerings in, glimpses of the
wider world beyond the Troad, just as her
sacred stories brought to life the unseen world
be must learn to recognize all around him.
"Now, it came to be," the priestess said,

returning to her formal story-voice, ''that
Time-Without-Age, who set the whole
creation in motion, became not one, but many
serpents, its energy pulsing and animating the
waters of the sea, the winds of the air, and all
the appearances that Helios' light had
revealed." Aclypsia began to draw in the
space between the original circle and the outer
form of the serpent, fanciful stick figures of
animals, trees, birds, and humans dancing
together on the rim of the earth. As she drew,
she playfully hummed the Geranos music,
quite off-key, which made Laocoon laugh.
"One of Ophion's visible forms is xanthina,
the serpent you are learning to handle,
Laocoon, and the python who sometimes
sleeps in the temple or lies hidden in the
cracks of rocks and backs of caves. Ophion
lives in the River Scamander, in the little
Simois, and in their hidden channels under the
ground. Mount Ida is full of the serpents of
the earth bursting out of her sides in the form
of springs. It lives in the currents of the wind
and sea, which you call Poseidon, and which
can take a ship swiftly to far-off lands. And, it
lives as Oceanos in the vast waters that
encircle the earth.
"It lives in each of us, too, in the rivers of
our veins, in our sinews, our blood which
binds us to the earth and sea and air, and in our
breath. You saw it just now in the light and
shadow, and in that other light which you saw,
but could not name. 'A thing which has no
beginning and no end,' you said. Do you
remember?"
"I tried to find the name, but it couldn't fit."
"That's right. y ou aidii't know then, as
you do now, that Ophion is also 'TimeWithout-End.' So you see, my boy, the right
words come when you see without the mind's
knowing.
"Now, when this current that surrounds a
person is strong," Aclypsia continued, "it can
protect him. It may be you have felt this when
you hold the serpent in your hand?"
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"Yes, that's when you say J have made the

serpent welcome."
"Welcome. Yes, as men and women make
it welcome. Sometimes it overflows its
boundaries like a rain-swollen stream, and
then we call it Eros, desire, pulling· two bodies
into one, remembering how from its first
uncoiling, life began. But it is not always a
friendly thing. When the current is disturbed
or broken, we become vulnerable. We may
weaken and lose our power,"
"Is that why you and I may not touch each
other?"
Aclypsia was pleased by her pupil's insight,
despite the unorthodoxy of his interrupting
question. "Yes, that courtesy you speak of is a
way of acknowledging and respecting the
serpent energy that empowers us. But
touching isn't wrong. Only when a priest or a
priestess or an acolyte is engaged in ritual is it
unlucky to disturb the serpent energy around
them. And when one of us is in trance, the
touch can be dangerous, even lethal.
"Once when I was an acolyte, a visiting
petitioner had missed the appointed day of the
oracle and had been forced to wait until the
next month. He had come to Delos from over
the sea to the north, from a country beyond
Thrace, a journey of many months, and grew
impatient to hear the god's message he had
traveled so far to receive. He seized the hand
of the priestess when she was deep in trance.
Instantly she fell to the ground. Then, she
began convulsing as if the serpent were
coursing through her body. When the seizure
was over, her breath had stopped. After that,
no petitioner in Delos has ever been allowed to
be in a priestess's presence. Her
pronouncements are written down and
delivered by priests or acolytes of the temple."
Laocoon ducked his face behind his knees

till only bis dark eyes peered over the edge.
He hugged himself tight, pulling his legs
closer to his chest. The priestess sensed bis
uneasiness. She had not meant to frighten
him, on.ly to clarify the unseen power of the
serpent energy she had given him his first
vision of today.
"It is hard to grow up without human touch,
isn't it, Laocoon?"
The boy didn't answer, but pressed the side
of bis face against his knee, rubbing his
cheekbone hard back and forth across the
woolen weave of his gown, as if the little pain
this act provoked might erase his fear, might
make up for the human touch his fmgers itched
for.
"I know," the priestess answered for him.
"But, as I have said, touching is not forbidden.
We are human, after all. Here ... " And with
this, Aclypsia reached out one hand, palm up,
in the boy's direction. " ... Give me your
hand."
Laocoon was surprised. He unclasped his
own hands, wiped the sweat from his palms on
his gown. Then, tentatively,just as he might
approach one of the temple serpents, he leaned
forward on bis knees, extending his hand
slowly toward her outstretched one. As soon
as his palm touched hers, she closed her
fingers tight around it, pressing the boy's hand
affectionately. .
Tears sprang into Laocoon's eyes, making
him feel very un-priestly. He blinked and
shook his head to send them back, glad his
teacher's blindness prevented her from seeing
them. The priestess inclined her head toward
his.
· -~
-"Tears come to us like sacred springs, my
dear boy," she whispered, as if she had read
his thoughts. "And, they are no less holy."
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S.. Dorman
The front end of Rose Baysinger's '37 coupe nosed slowly down the dirt road. Her apprehensive
glance in the rearview mirror found a pursuing, blue-black sky. Rushing wind upended the leaves on
passing maples. Rose watched anxiously for a lane flanked by twin hawthorns.
"Fitting weather for an interview on lightning," she muttered. A cool gust blew into the
cavernous car, brushing sweaty hair from her face. Rose's Alice-blue dress felt damp against the
prickly woolen seat. She lifted sticky fingers momentarily off the big steering wheel before renewing
her tense grip.
Beside her the tabby cat, Roosevelt, crouched on top of the seat, watching wildly diving branches
and the white undersides of upturned leaves.
''No first name," said Rose to herself--or to the cat "Just Golubov. Like he didn't have a mother
to name him properly. Hope he's no stranger than that ... hate featuring oddballs. According to
Manny, he's perfectly harmless-just obsessed with lightning."
Roosevelt unhooked his claws and jumped down to curl up on the seat beside her. Large cold
drops hit Rose's arm and splashed across the windshield. "Sleeping now?" She accused the cat while
rolling up her window. She reached across to close up the passenger side. The windows were soon
awash with rain. Lightning flashed, throwing a stroke into the oaks across the field on her left. The
emphatic boom made her jump.
Lips compressed, Rose inched the vehicle along the muddy road, straining to find the hawthorn
marked lane.
Standing beside the ancient, long-focus, Conley camera, Golubov viewed the electrical display
from his front porch. The camera sat on a tripod, with red leather bellows extended. The man bent to
check his light meter and set the brass safety shutter. He looked up again in quiet concentration, his
large, bearded face unmoving, watching through the downpour for any discharge attracted to the tower
that he bad recently erected in the meadow. Constructed of steel girders and struts, metal wings below
its crown stretched out to tempt the charge. Rarely, Golubov had seen St. Elmo's fire playing along
their surfaces.
The wind gusted, laden with chaff from the meadow. Lit with flashes, the boiling thunderstorm
moved across his land. A cloud-to-ground struck the tower. Golubov anticipated it and pressed the
bulb, capturing its image. He switched plates and stood waiting for another stroke.
Rose Baysinger's shiny beige coupe went along the lane through trees, its wipers clicking.
Staring into the open green meadow, she saw its strange tower. At that instant a tortuous discharge
struck. Rose shrieked. The big steering wheel got away as a front tire lurched over a rock in the lane.
Regaining control, she managed to keep her gaze on the tower as another stroke fanned up to the
clouds in near silence.
Biting her lip, she braked the coupe and turned off the ignition. This plan for ridding herself of
fear would come to nothing. Studying, writing, exposing herself this way would only entrench her
cravenness. She tried reminding herself that a car was the safest place to be in this storm. Roosevelt
nudged up against her, and she began stroking his soft fur. Presently she grew calm. The storm blew
over, leaving the steel girders and dripping trees in peace.
Rose stared at the tower. "It resembles some old god ... I know I've seen it somewhere ... "
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The ancient likenesses of her studies came to her, but this one was elusive. She started up the coupe
and continued down the lane, soon pulling up beneath a rustling basswood near the house.
Golubov snapped shut the Conley camera and proceeded to fold up the tripod. The car door
slammed. He looked down at Rose, frowning.
"Mr. Golubov?"
"I'm Golubov. What do you want?"
"My name is Rose Baysinger. I'm a writer from New York--a friend of Manny Foyle's ... from
The Sun?" She paused, but the man made no reply. "I need to see someone about lightning!" It was
brightly said, but, not caring for his great size, black beard, and frown, Rose suddenly wished again
that she had not come.
"What do you want to know?" Golubov felt a trifle less irritated. Truly he was glad to have
attentive female company, but he was a cautious man ... with people.
Rose bit back a sharp reply and refrained from jumping back into the car. You dour old man, she
thought, though he looked no more than ... thirty? She adopted a serious tone. "Manny says you eat
lightning for breakfast. Is that boiled or broiled?"
There was silence. Then, to her relief, his frown smoothed out.
"Come ahead, Miss Baysinger. I guess I can answer some questions."
"May I bring Roosevelt?" The cat was rubbing against her sheer stockinged legs.
Noticing both legs and the cat, Golubov said, "Cats are welcome."
She crossed to the porch, taking in the weather stained house. It was otherwise neat, with a low
hip roof crowned with a network of shiny, pointed lightning rods. She came up the unpainted steps,
extending her hand. "Photographing lightning? Those things can't be easy to catch on film."
"Plates," he corrected her. "Glass, coated with emulsion."
She glanced at the now compacted camera on the porch swing. "Of course." Covering her
embarrassment and irritation, she smiled.
What eyes, he thought. "Would you like to see some examples?" At her nod, he opened the
screen door for her. Roosevelt sauntered in then jumped up onto an old upholstered chair.
Rose murmured as her gaze went round the open interior. Supporting walls had been replaced
by bark covered beech pillars. She noted the rear kitchen with its black wood-burning range, the parlor
area with brick hearth, a day bed near the front door. The wall on their right was lined with
photographs, top to bottom. This led her gaze to the rear, where two doors were closed. Bathroom,
darkroom? And why the birch bark?
"Living alone I've got no use for walls," he said, setting the tripod in the comer. He walked to
the photo display. One group was comprised of pictures sent from different parts of the globe. "There
are lightning watchers all over the world," he said, following a terse description.
"How different these are ... " She pointed to strokes appearing fanned and straighter than others
in the group.
"Structure-initiated discharges. They rise slowly from the structure to the cloud. Fairly apathetic
in comparison with the living, hot bolt from heaven."
"Structure-initiated. Like the second stroke on your tower just now? There's something about
that tower ... "
"I call it St. Elmo. For St. Elmo's fire."
"What's that--no, wait. First, I want to ask about that funny thunder after the structure
lightning." She was rummaging in her leather case for a notebook. "It sounded like a bag of water
hitting the floor."
"Less current and no return strokes."
She had juggled her things, and was poised to write. "Less what?"
He smiled faintly, enjoying his position as keeper of arcane knowledge. "What do you know
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about the relationship of thunder to lightning?" Now he was headed toward the kitchen.
Fwnbling with her things, Rose followed, peeved at his superior attitude. She encountered it
often enough in this work. "Just what everyone knows, Mr. Golubov. Air in the clouds collides while
rushing in to fill a vacuum left by the electrical discharge."
"Very up-to-date. If you're a peer of Lucretius. The error lies in associating thunder with clouds.
Expansion of the lightning channel itself--after that massive rapid input-that's what causes the
explosion."
At a large sink, Golubov tipped a great ceramic crock, poring golden liquid into a second crock
covered in cheesecloth. Rose perched on a nearby stool and began transcribing what he said.
"And the ftmny thunder after the structure-related flash?"
"Not as much energy-nor as many strokes-traveling up and down the channel. Consequently,
not as much report. Like I said--pathetic, even."
"Rather like the male ego."
Golubov flushed and growled, "What's that supposed to mean?"
Her tone was breezy. "I just wanted to take you down a peg for thatcrack about Lucretius."
He forgave her, saying, "Ever tasted bog-apple wine?"
"Never heard of hog-apples. They don't sound too appetizing either."
He started to object but she quickly amended. "Looks luscious, though. May I try it?"
He nodded, adding water from the pump to the fermentingjuice. "Hope you can wait." He
smiled for the first time. "It bas to stand at least ten days."
They sat on the porch swing in sight of the tower, sipping black birch tea. Roosevelt wandered
in the yard, cocking bis head, watching wind whip up the leaves. Some of Golubov's lightning science
had passed into Rose's notebook, and more was waiting. She leaned back, resting her head against the
chain suspending the swing. "I've got to be getting back to the hotel, but I wanted to ask you about the · ·
lightning rods I noticed on my way in. Did you climb up and install them yourself, Mr. Golubov?"
..It's bow I earn a living--such as it is in these times."
"And you write books?"
"But not for a living. No science degree, no book contract. I consult informally because my
only credentials are experience ... and I've learned a lot from the rods."
"I'd like to watch an installation. And we haven't even touched folklore yet."
"There's a job tomorrow. Some realty people in Dogleville want rods installed before the new
owner moves in. Staying at the Medford in Little Falls, I suppose?"
'The only hotel for miles." She stood, smiling, holding out her hand. By the way, she wanted to
ask, you do have a mother, don't you?
But Golubov was wondering how-and why--Rose Baysinger seemed to fall to the earth in his
own field ... like lightning from a cloudless sky.
Inexplicably, Golubov's broad, bearded face and serious eyes haunted her all night. Light from
the street shone through chinks in the blind, and she tossed and turned in the half dark. Golubov ...
what is it? On the edge of consciousness she muttered. Are you just a man? The pale dawn dispersed
her enchantment, as she bad told herself it would. Rising, she said to Roosevelt, "Mr. Golubov is
simply a nice knowledgeable man." She zipped her pants, explaining it all to the cat, "He just has a
god in his yard."
He was meeting her for breakfast, and when the big man arrived, they left Roosevelt on the seat
of his Ford pickup. Jn the Silver Spoon they had bacon and eggs at Depression prices, hot coffee for a
nickel. On the street afterwards, Rose wryly smiled. "Lightning rods are thought of as quaint
superstitious amulets, these days, Mr. Golubov. Is there really serious protection in them?"
He huffed at this, but then made an admission. "Some installers do perpetuate misleading myths
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about them."
"Like?"
He reached among the rods and neat coils of wire on the truck bed and pulled out two five-foot
copper rods with spheres at mid-length. Tapping the tip of one with a forefinger, he said, "Like
claiming these points dissipate static electricity. They'll say it makes the rods less attractive to a charge
in the air. But everything-rods, buildings, even people-all things send out charges that may or may
not intercept the invisible, stepped leader of lightning. Rods protect by attracting a discharge and
routing it to ground-harmlessly. This is how buildings, the contents of buildings, are saved."
On impulse she said, "What about you--have you ever been struck by lightning, Mr. Golubov?"
Golubov hesitated strangely, heavily. For a moment, frowning, he seemed to forget her. Then
he came to himself with a foolish grin, said no, and held open the door.
Rose slid in, watching as he came around the front of the truck, thinking again that this was a
very strange man.
As they rode out of town, squall lines bore down on them. After a few miles, they turned down a
lane and pulled up inside a barn just as the rain hit. They got out and stood in the doorway, watching
the storm. Large white hens gathered about their feet, hoping for a meal. Roosevelt eyed their
multitude disdainfully, then jumped up on the running board of the pickup for a snooze.
Rolling, dark clouds, forked with lightning, led out of the wooded bills across a field beyond the
house, heading for them. Rose tensed and glanced up at Golubov. "What it is about--you? I've never
seen so much lightning! Scares me silly ... " She murmured this last, shivering.
He gazed intently into the skies above the large farmhouse, making no reply. Then. A flash of
white light blinded them, coupled with sudden concussion. A powerful cold-flash struck the huge
walnut that stood to one side of the barnyard. Sizzling, popping, it reft chunks of bark from the tree
while passing to ground.
The hens ran to and fro, squawking hysterically. Rose pointed, her jaw moving without sound,
as a luminous sphere tumbled toward them. It arced suddenly over their heads. Turning, they saw it
splatter in a spray of liquid sparks on the truck door just above Roosevelt's head. The cat squalled and
danced in the air. He flew at Rose, and she caught him tightly. The chickens had scattered into the
yard, tilting and reeling.
Trembling, she turned to Golubov. "What in the name of all that's holy was that?!"
He smiled to himself. "Ball lightning."
She stared after him as he stooped beside the Ford to examine scorch marks left behind.
"You've seen it before?!"
"Once." He stood. The storm had passed off and rain now fell limpidly. A faint whiff of ozone
lingered. He took her elbow and propelled her towards the riven walnut tree. A naked wound, with
blackened incision, snaked upward to the entry point in an upper limb. The stricken branch,
voluminous with leaves, hung to the ground. Golubov walked around the trunk, examining its spiral
scar. Then he squatted and picked up two slabs of bark.
_
"Look." He gestured with the pieces toward the tree. "The bolt struck along that axis." He stood
and moved his fingers along the exposed wound. "There's a thin layer of living celts under the inner
bark that offers the least resistance. The lightning went that route instead of coring the tree where all
the dead wood is. It would have been destroyed otherwise, the whole tree, not just the branch."
Watching him, Rose grew calm. She felt the scorched incision with her fingers. "Lightning
must not be very wide."
"Usually no more than an inch--inch and a half."
A powerful gust Jifted the leaves of the tom limb. Shivering, still clutching Roosevelt, the
woman looked at the livid western sky. "Another storm, Golubov," she wailed. "Can't we do this
some other time?"
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He forgot lightning and looked down at her.
"Why are you smiling like that?" she demanded.
"You got rid of the Mister. I'm Golubov now."
In the parlor area of Golubov's house, they sat on pine and upholstered chairs, drinking coffee
while thunderstorms beat on the house. A small fire blazed in the grate of the fireplace. Rose's feet
were curled beneath her, Roosevelt tucked in by her side. The notebook lay open on the chair's
wooden arm. Why was he so fascinated by lightning? She sipped at the hot coffee, deciding it was
time to ask about folklore ... put aside the personal questions.
"Lots of lore," he replied, reaching a great fist behind her to knock on the beech pillar.
"According to lore we're safe here--because beech was supposed to repel lightning."
At his touch along her shoulder, she jumped up and went to the Window, pretending to look out.
Her sense of this man continued in flux.
Is Golubov really strange, or am I imagining things? Maybe it's just the lightning spooking me.
Suddenly she found yourself gazing intently at St. Elmo through now slaking sheets of rain. As though
in a trance, she murmured, "What about gods?"
What does this tower remind me of? It has a stance, of sorts, with its wings spread out like that
Again she let her mind run through the pictorial inventory that she bad studied in preparation for this
feature. The Thunder God of Accad ... ?
She spun around, eyeing him quizzically. ''Nimrod was fond of towers reaching into heaven ...
presumptuous, those ancients--wouldn't you say?"
He looked dubious. ''That's something--coming from someone who lives in New Y ork. How
tall is the building you work in? Probably make Nimrod's tower look like a mole hill." He reached
over and began scratching Roosevelt's obliging head with his long broad fingers, continuing on with
his talk as though she had not challenged him. "Lore tells us that Roosie here brought that lightning
ball on himself. Cats were thought to attract lightning."
Rose was bemused, but came away from the window to perch on the edge of her chair. She
picked up the notebook and pencil, facing him. "So, what is the scientific explanation of ball
lightning?"
"There is none."
She stared at him. "All this studying ... " She gestured toward his desk piled with notes, a shelf
full of books and manuscripts, the wall papered in photos from around the world. " ... The minds
thinking about this phenomenon! And no one knows what causes freakish--"
"Science can't substantiate ... something it can't get its hands on."
"But you think about it--you must have a theory at least."
Golubov stood and walked thoughtfully to the mantelpiece. Outside the window, wind was
drawing peaceful breaths, spattering the glass with drops from overhanging basswood leaves. But,
inwardly, this man was apprehensive.
These past two days with Rose bad been what he wanted life to be. He was experiencing this
friendly presence as resurrecting the joy of childhood. It seemed the drier life became, the more deeply
he obsessed over his subject. Or, was it the reverse? This glad woman had a way of making him
tipsy--and vulnerable. Publicizing was, after all, her business. She could make him look the fool in
the pages of some magazine. There were other, more profound, ways in which she could hurt him.
But, turning, looking again into those warm eyes ...
Suddenly it was worth the risk. He downed the last swallow of coffee and set the cup on the
mantle, hesitating only a moment. Then he announced, "I have this physical theory about Jacob's
ladder. Since you do mention the culture of Nimrod, found in Genesis ... I'm glad that you're
willing--that you consider the Scriptures in your quest for knowledge."
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Ha- pencil still poised; she stopped. "Jacob's ladder."' Ha-tone was ftat. Wbere was this going?"
"Remember the dream of Israel, in which a stair was set on earth reaching into heaven? Angels
used· it ... and then there was Satan's fall from heaven-as lightning,"
On the mantle beside him was a knobby mineral stone, about the size of his little finger, which
had been fused· when a bolt of lightning went to ground in sand, He had shown her this crystalline
piece of heaven's wrath earlier, but nowhe picked irnp and began absendy·fingering it as Ire spoke.
"Don'twrite this stuff down, Rose," he murmured. "This-is-fur-you· only~ You see-" he began
the11 stopped. "This is what some would· consider·a· bit unorthodox ... but, there's .a•-an·experiment ..
. I'v.e·been·contemplating: But maybe Y.OU'd·think it ... presumptuous." Hegrinnedat her: "I meanrisky,"
Now he began pacing the floor, still playing with the fulgurite: ''What if, Rose,
What if lightning· is ... .an energeticchannel .•• from the spiritual to·.the material? Did you notice·how
.careful, how ... considerate the hall was.today? It.actually arced-over us .in order to·avoid·hitting us."
.R.os.e~.~musement.deep.ened. She gave.him.an oddlo.ok. "Butthose are rational expressions:
caring, consideration. Rational expressions, Golubov, .from. nonrational .freaks of .nature."
"On the contrary, Rose: ball lightnings may be angels!"
He saw that the comers-of Rose's pretty mouth twitched, but her gaze was neutral. He plunged
on. "Do you know how many people have died by lightning--and then come back to 'life again?
Rose," he said, hoping to rouse her, "I think that ball didn't hurt us because it was-an angel."
Rose burst into peals of laughter. "Oh, Golubov, this· is· fun! What more?"
Golubov stopped in taut-jawed silence, reddening. He turned and set the fulgurite back on the
mantelpiece. He stayed there, unmoving, staring out the window.
The woman's laughter subsided in stillness. where the only sound wasthe beatingof the
mantelpiece clock. An apology stuck stubbornly. in her1hroat. It may have beenrude, but laughter
was the right response 1o1hat idea, and she refused-to be ·tzypocritical about it. Stiffly she said, "Maybe
you'd better take me back to the Medford. It's getting late, anyway."
She ate without tasting her solitary supper at the Silver Spoon. She spent the evening in her
room, tossing.her notes aside when they began to look like gibberish. She.watched idly as Roosevelt.
played with the laces of her tennis shoes. She picked up her Collier's and tried to read. Nine o'clock by
the· watch on her wrist. She was. tired of chewing·the cud of pride. Going over. and over how stubborn
and. silly Golubov was, and the righteousness of her own thoughts.
"Enough!" She threw down her unread Collier's. Roosevelt raised a sleepy head.
Suddenly Rose found she was hungry for Golubov. Yes, hungry. Imperative that she see him
instantly!
She grabbed her bag, rushed out the door. The wind blew in her teeth as she dashed from the
lobby for the coupe. "These blasted storms!" she .said, turning the key in the ignition. Down the
highway she drove like a demon, as flashes lit the turbulent skies.
Golubov, Golubov. Of course you -bave a mother. And angels stop by hotel rooms, they remove
limbs from ancient trees .. they slide down lightning bolts and roll around like softballs: they're angels-they can do anything!
Tues-spitting stones as Roserounded thecomer .. the littlecoupemmbled.downthe road;
lightning on its tail. In the lane she gunned the engine as pelting.rain. shot up the windshield off the
clicking wipers. Flashes illumined St. Elmo, yet she scarcely noticed as she thudded past. Rose pulled
behind the pickup and stared up at the darkened house. Where was Golubov?
She lookedback toward the tower, a cross-like titan in.the midst of a storm: alternating dim·or
very bright. Movement below it caught her eye. Was that Golubov striding across.the meadow·toward
the tower? Terror invaded her. She yanked the handle and heaved.the door wide.
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"Golubov, stop!" But the storm snatched her words away.
He was reaching for a support strut. Instantly a twisting, rolling, brilliant flash struck
from the heavens. St. Elmo lit up from base to crown, riveting the man to the tower.
Rose screamed and lunged back into the car. Rigid with horror, she saw his body drop to
the ground. She lay her head on the wheel, whispering, "Help me. I'm afraid."
An idea came to her, and she started the car, turning it into the long grass. The wind
began dropping. Reaching the tower, Rose dashed into slackening rain.
Great Golubov lay supine beneath the towering god. She flung herself on his big chest,
listening for a heartbeat. Her fingers ferreted for a pulse. She put her ear to his nose.
No heartbeat, no breath. Golubov was gone.
The research of Rose's last story came to her, recalling what she had learned about the
electric company's new procedure to revive victims of electrocution. This animated her.
She pushed repeatedly on his chest, listened again. Silence. She gave a cry and thumped
him, listened. His great heart beat. Now she tilted his chin, pinched his nostrils, blew into his
mouth. And again. His throat hissed lazily. He gasped.
Rose sat back, exhausted, staring at the living, breathing man. Her own breathing had
quieted. Rain dripped from her bangs, her eyes and nose. She leaned close and cradled him in
her arms, resting. The storm had passed over, leaving peace.
Golubov felt the hard earth, the fresh and drizzling rain on his face. And someone
resting against him. His hands were scorched, his body tingling.
"Rose?" His voice was a croak.
She sat up. "Are you all right? I'm taking you to the hospital. Can you move, get up?"
A whisper: "Got to ... to take that thing apart ... help me?"
"What? What thing?" But she knew.
He shuddered, seeing the tower above him, remembering hell.
"Did you--see--was there anything--?"
He did not speak. There were no words for what he'd seen. For that experience.
How his vulnerability hurt her! "Please try to get up."
He sighed, raggedly. Then he said all he could about heaven. "Brighter than lightning,
Rosie." And tears came to his eyes.
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Ka

by
Joey Madia
Spirit mountains move me.
I write to sing.
Shadows dark and holding
dance in caves where serpents mate,
spawning Dragons that hide their spells behind
sweeping teeth and searing eyes.
Their fire makes me One.
Stepping toward the chasm,
arms outstretched,
I hear the falls of laughter (cover for our swoon).
It is Spirit.
Spirit thrives.
Let me in.
At the gates of cleansing the infinite shall prevail
for all those of the Spider sign and Open Eye.
Past churches, subtle stars,
in Light we are.
Behold fear - how it loathes the Light.
Within, I learn a Truthunquestioned attention
makes heresy a new religion
and alchemy a cut rope to climb.
Clever masks, vibrant tapestries,
subtle screams, geared machinesthese won't pull a waltz from crippled dreamers
or take the wayward home.
There is sublime harmony in the bone-piles of the
river asp.
The Pharaohs must have known this, something
says.
To sun kings,
to anomalies,
of this I sing, my adder King.
The spirit of the Nile Queen has been judged and borne away.
All this coffin-dress at the gravesite has no function now.
In the west Scorpio is rising.
Fealty to my nature fills the inner seas ofme
and the mountain's mine to move.
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"Horse Chant"
by
Joey Madia
Thru the chorus night
grasshopper and cicada
weave strands of flutelike wonder.
The mystic mandala,
keep of the Heavens,
sings to earth with stars.

In his corral
the master's horse awakens.
Heart astir, he hears the sounds
of bis wild brothers
charging toward the sea.
Wild, unbridled,
bis fractured mind leaps the splintered fence
of his captivity
and seeks association
in the chorus night.

White Wolf, river guide,
maker of pollen and arbiter of harvest
with juniper staff
and eagle's wing
waves bis soul in the horse's eye
asking the slave horse, "Take me home."
With seasalt in his nostrils and snare-raps in his ears
Horse adds new hues to the mystic mandala,
hoof-plowing the earth for the new year's seed.
White Wolf, mane in hand, rides for Heaven
at the head of the herd.
On the glowing edge of the chorus night

White Wolf dances
to the flutelike meditations
cicada sings in stillness
as Horse brings in the com.
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THE WHITE PATH
by
Dag Rossman

"Little Bear must surely die," muttered the old man as he knelt beside the creek
branch and watched the moonlight shimmer on the rippling water. "Bad enough his
mother had to marry that white man"-he almost spat the words--"and thin the bloodline
of another traditional family, but then they dare to have their half-white son trained to
become a medicine man." His face twisted in a snarl. "It's an insult to the Cherokee
people, and I won 't stand for it!"
Not to be voiced aloud, but very much in the conjurer's thoughts, was his
recognition that the thirteen-year-old boy bad shown such a remarkable aptitude and
hunger for the medicine way that if be continued unchecked, Little Bear might come-in
time-to pose a real threat to the conjurer's preeminence in the community. Worse yet,
since the boy was being mentored by his maternal uncle, Ridge Walker-a devoted
follower of the White Path--surely the time would come when Little Bear would feel
compelled to challenge the conjuror, s darker ways. No, it was better that Little Bear
should die before he reached puberty and could come into his full power. It only
remained for his enemy to decide the best time to do the deed.
The year was 1947, and Bjem Thorsson, assistant professor of history at Western
Carolina Teachers, College, bad noticed Rose Walker on the first day of class. Which
was hardly surprising, for not only was Rose an attractive young woman, but she was the
only Cherokee in Professor Thorsson' s class. With her copper-hued skin and raven-black
hair, she presented an exotic contrast to the other coeds. Unmarried and less than ten
years older than most of bis students, the bearded young professor was considered quite a
catch, and many a coed lingered after class to ask him questions and try to capture bis
interest.
But it soon became apparent that a special bond had developed between Bjern and
Rose. They never really dated as such--for that would have violated the faculty code of
conduct-but she would drop by his office to talk whenever their schedules permitted, and
from time to time they could be seen strolling across the beautiful Cullowhee campus
deep in conversation. Bjern was fascinated by her people's history and culture, and he
was especially intrigued to learn that her brother, Ridge, was a practicing shaman.
"Now, Rose, I don't doubt your word for a minute. But I had understood that the
last of that sort of thing had died out in these parts with the acculturation movement. Do
you mean to say that it really is alive and well right here in western North Carolina in the
middle of the twentieth century?"
Mythic Circle #26, pg. 40

Mythic Circle #26, pg. 41

"There are a lot of traditional things that are alive and well, Professor. It's just that
we Cherokee don't talk about them to most outsiders, because we don't like to be thought

of as ignorant or superstitious. I wouldn't even have mentioned· if to you if l weren't sure
you had so much interest in the ways of my people ... and respect for them, too. Why,
there are times I almost forget that you aren't an Indian--philosophically,. you think like
Taking both of Rose's hands in his, Bjern looked into her eyes and said seriously:
"Rose, I do believe that's the nicest compliment anyone has ever given me. It makes me
feet both proud· and humble at the same time."
It wasn't long after the close of the term, when Rose was no longer a student iI1
Bjern's class, that she invited him-somewhat sbyly--to drive overto Cherokee and meet
the Walker family. She was delighted by his enthusiastic acceptance of her invitation,
and even more pleased when Bjern hit it off well with her parents, her two y01mg~
sisters, and--most especially-her older brother. Bjem and Ridge were close in age and,
as both were seekers after knowledge, they soon discovered a real affinity and mutual
respect that was to grow over time into a deep friendship. In fact, when Bjern and Rose
came to recognize-or to admit what' at some level they bad both long known-that they
loved each other deeply and couldn't imagine a future apart, it was Ridge who emerged
as the champion of their marriage plans and helped convince bis somewhat skeptical
parents that Bjmn would be a worthy addition to the Walker family, even though he was
a white man.
Bjmn (or Yona, 'Bear', as he came to be called by the Walkers) became a frequent
visitor to the Walker home, and he felt be had been fully accepted when he was invited to
participate in a "going-to-water" ceremony on the occasion of the First New Moon of
Spring. At firstlight, Ridge had led the family from their home place down to the
branch. There they knelt by the stream-looking to the east--and immersed their faces
four times while Ridge recited a special incantation. After patting. their chests with ashes
from the big log at the back of the fireplace--the fire having been ritually extinguisbedthey remained where they knelt, listening to the murmuring voice- of Long Man, the spirit
of running water. There they stayed until the SWJ rose over the- horizon, and then they
wended their way back home in silence to gather by the fireplace, clean out the hearth,
andlay a new fire. Bjern hadnever'felt more at peace or more in tune with his
surroundings-sand the people with whom he shared them.
Rose and Bjem were married in Knoxville late in June of 1948, since Tennessee
did not have the miscegenation iaws that still encwnbered the state of North Carolina at
that time. Rose's family was present for the simple ceremony, as was Bjem 's widowed
mother, Kirsten Thorsson, who had flown down from Iowa to take part. Mrs. Thorsson
was completely won over by the sweet disposition and inteUigence of her new daughterin-law, and Kirsten's down-to-earth friendliness made a big hit with the Walkers.
After the wedding, the newlyweds drove the elder Mrs. Thorsson back to her Iowa
home, the two ladies whiling away the long drive by swapping myths and legends from
their respective heritages. Kirsten told of the fearsome trolls and helpful dwarves of her
native Norway, and Rose related stories of their Cherokee counterparts, Stonecoat and the
Little People. Two geographically distant traditions-superficially very different, but
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realty much alike. By the time the travelers reached Iowa, it was as if Rose and Kirsten
had known each other for years rather than days.
Once they had reached the Upper Midwest, the newlyweds spent their honeymoon
acquainting Rose with the places and people that had helped shape Bjem's character and
personality. Never having traveled outside of Appalachia before. Rose was fascinated by
all that she saw and experienced-but she really missed her mountains and her family. So
she was not altogether sony when the day came that they had to head back to Cherokee
to hunt for a house before Western Carolina's fall term began.
The house they found was a modest cabin facing the Oconaluftee River. less than a
mile from the Walker homestead. Although generally simple in design. the cabin had
two features that delighted the newlyweds-a stone fireplace and a roofed &oot porch.
Rose and Bjem soon came to feel very much at home in their cabin, and shortly after the
scarlet and gold leaves annotmced the arrival of fall, Rose knew that she was pregnant.
Winter passed, and as May apples began to shade the bat floor. it became
increasingly clear to Bjem that Rose had something on her mind. One evening. after
their supper had been eaten and the dishes washed. Bj8111 decided to find out what was
distracting his young wife.
"What's troubling you. Rose? There isn't anything wrong with the baby. is there'r'
"Oh, no, Y ona, the baby is doing just fine ... but I have been pondering some
things Ridge told me. You know that be sees further than most folks-and. well, he's just
about positive that our baby is going to be a boy and be born on July 7th."
"But even if Ridge is right, honey. why should that be a problem for your
"It makes a lot of difference, Yona. You know that seven is the most sacred and
powerful number to the Cherokee." Bjem nodded without comment. "Well, can you
imagine that a Cherokee child born on the seventh day of the seventh month in the seven
times seventh year of this century would be anything less than very. very special?"
Bjem smiled lovingly at his wife. "Any child that has you as his mother, Rose. is
bound to be special no matter what day he is born."
"Now, Vona, don't you go humoring me. I'm serious! Ridge is convinced that our
son could be one of the most powerful medicine men the tribe bas ever known. My
brother feels so strongly about this-and is so anxious that our son follow the White Path-that he has offered to help us with the boy's spiritual training when he is young and to
take him on as an apprentice when be turns nine."
Bjmn shook his head and exhaled loudly. "Whoa, honey, slow down. This is all
coming too fast for me to handle calmly. You know I love and respect yow- brother-and
I've seen him do some pretty remarkable things--but the idea that my own flesh ..andblood is destined to become some kind of honest-to-God wizard here in America in the
middle of the twentieth century? That will take some getting used to!" Seeing the
apprehensive expression on Rose's face, he quickly added: "Not that I don't intend to get
used to the idea, mind you. It's just going to take some time-so please be patient with
me." Rose threw herself into Bjern's arms with a cry of relief and hugged him so hard it
nearly took his breath away.
The birth of Magnus Bjsm Thorsson took place at precisely seven a.m., on July 7,
1949, the hour of birth marking his arrival as being even more auspicious than Ridge
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by Rose's brothergathered by the bank of the Oconalnftee, where the parents (who had fasted since the
birth} drank a special herbal decoction prepared by Ridge. There, too, little BjOm (or
Little Bear as he came to be known among the· Cherokee) was dedicated to the· medicine
way--a life of learning and spiritual power-and, if he chose to follow the White Path, a
life of service, as well.
Rose and Bjem fasted for six more days, eating only a special root until they broke
their fast seven days after it began. At that time Ridge assured them that they had
successfully completed the ceremony of consecration. Little Bear's spiritual powers had
been initiated and would grow stronger as he matured and learned to use them, a task to
which his uncle was prepared to devote as much time and care as would be needed.
Walker had foreseen. That evening, the new family--accompanied

Over the next nine years, Little Bear's life was shaped in large part by his uncle.
As the boy grew older, he· did play with other children and, from age six, attended school
with them. But-for the most part-from the time he could crawl, Little Bear and Ridge
Walker were inseparable companions. Except in the worst kind· of weather, they took
daily walks in the woods or along the river, Little Bear at first riding on Uncle Ridge's
broad shoulders, then tentatively walking beside him hand-in-band, and eventually
roaming ahead of his uncle only to dart back excitedly to report his newest find. In this
way, Little Bear came to learn the different trees and herbs that make up the forest, as
well as the other living beings that dwell there, too-by sight, by sound, by the way they
moved, by the tracks they left. No creature that flew, walked, hopped, crawled, or swam
long remained a stranger to the inquisitive boy.
At the same time that Ridge was teaching his nephew about the outer world in
which they walked, he also introduced Little Bear to the spiritual world of the Cherokee.
The boy listened with rapt attention to his uncle's stories and learned much; How Suli,
the vulture, had formed the mountains Little Bear loved so dearly; how Selu, through her
sacrificial death, had given the gift of com to his mother's people; how little Water
Spider had brought back the First Fire after the larger animals had failed; how the spirit
of Grandmother Sun's daughter escaped from the Nightland in the form of the first
Redbird; and many other tales that enlightened and enriched Little Bear's young life.
Thus the boy arrived at his ninth birthday thoroughly grounded and at ease in both the
outer and inner worlds ... and ready to learn the incantations and other magical lore bis
uncle would teach him during Little Bear's apprenticeship.
The early part of the day was spent with his parents and the Walkers, and was much
like the sort of birthday celebration any other nine-year-old would enjoy, right down to
the cake, ice cream, and presents. But in the late afternoon, after kissing his mother and
hugging his father, Little Bear tied his bedroll over one shoulder, claimed his walking
stick that stood by the door, and followed· his Uncle Ridge up into the mountains. There,
after consuming some sandwiches, they settled down for the night in a small clearing that
Ridge had carefully selected for his nephew's initiation ceremony. The site was so
situated that, although largely sheltered from the wind, it provided a broad vista of the
surrounding countryside. Near the edge of the clearing, a small stream emerged from a
mossy cliff face and began its tumbling descent through a rhododendron thicket toward
the valley below.
Ridge urged Little Bear. "Try to get to sleep as soon as it grows dark, for morning
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will come early and there'll be no· sleep for either of us tomorrow night." The boy tried
to heed this good advice, but he was so keyed up with excitement that sleep was slow in
coming.
The next morning they arose at first light, and· Ridge began Little Bear's initiation.
"Before a medicine man can begin to work, he must ritually purify himself. There are
several ways to do this, and in time you will learn them all. But this morning I want you
to drink the contents of this gourd. It will help cleanse you of bad thoughts."
When Little Bear had done as his uncle asked, Ridge took the gourd and carefully
set it aside. "To succeed in what he is trying to do, a medicine man must be able to
concentrate fully on his goal, and on what he must say and do to achieve it. He must
never let himself be distracted--either by things happening around him or by his own
thoughts. Today will test your ability-and your willingness--to concentrate completely.
Your task is to watch the path of Grandmother Sun across the sky from the point where
she is greeted by the Morning Red until shepasses beyond the Nightland."
The medicine man reached into his deerskin bag and pulled out a four-inch square
sheet of mica, "Be sure to hold this mica shield between your eyes and Grandmother Sun
at all times. If you don't, her fierce glance can blind you forever. Do you understand?"
Little Bear accepted the piece of mica and solemnly assured his uncle: "I do
understand, Uncle Ridge, and I promise to be very careful."
"Good. But remember, too, that only one who has followed Grandmother Sun's
path all day-without faltering-is worthy to go on to the next step of apprenticeship. We
both will be fasting until sundown tomorrow, but I will bring you water from time to
time. Even then you must concentrate on your goal and not be distracted. Just sip the
water, but don't look at it or think about it." Thus began the longest day of Little Bear's
young life.
Now, four years later, Little Bear's rapid progress had drawn the attention of a
powerful and malignant enemy, who had decided he could not risk delaying the
elimination of a potential rival.
For a time, the conjuror had been puzzled as to how he might obtain some of Little
Bear's saliva, an absolutely essential ingredient for the deadly spell he envisioned
working. Surely the boy would have been warned by his uncle against spitting on the
ground where someone who wished him ill might recover it.
Theo, one Sunday afternoon at a church picnic, Little Bear played right into the
conjuror's hands. Watermelon was served as a treat dessert, and the boy spat the seeds
on the ground. Neither Little Bear nor his family thought anything of this very natural
act and, after eating, they drifted away from the picnic area with their friends to watch a
softball game.
The conjurer; who had been observing the boy's every move, took out a glass phial,
looked around to be sure he wasn't being watched, carefully collected the spittlemoistened seeds, as well as the· soil on which they Jay. Now he had Little Bearjust where
he wanted him, and the conjuror was confident that a week hence the boy would be
nothing more than a bad memory.
The old man carefully transferred the phial's contents into a tube made from a
segment of wild parsnip stem, then added a paste he had concocted by mashing up· seven
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earthworms. Finally he added several slivers of wood from a lightning-struck tree; a
most powerful ingredient, before sealing the open end of the tube.
Having selected just the right forest tree-one bearing the marks of a: lightning
strike-the conjuror dug a hole between two of itsroots, Placing a: flat black rock in the
bottom of the excavation, he laid the tube upon it and added seven black pebbles that he
had collected earlier. After fiJling in the hole· and carefully concealing any trace of his
activities, be solemnly intoned this most deadly of Cherokee incantations;
"Listen! Now I have come to step over your soul. You are of the Wolf Clan. Your
name is Little Bear. Your spittle I have put at rest under the earth; Your soul I have put
at rest under the earth. I have come to coveryou overwith the black rock. I have· come
to cover you over with the black cloth. I have come to coveryou with the black slabs,
never to reappear. Toward the black coffin in the upland of the NightJand your ~th shall
stretch out. So shall it be for you. The clay of the upland bas come to cover you:
Instantly the black clay has lodged there where it is at rest in the black houses of the
Nigbtland: With the black coffin and withthe black slabs I havecometo cover you,
Now your soul bas faded away. It has become blue. Whendarkness comes your spirit
shall grow less and dwindle away, never to reappear. Listen!"
The old conjuror nodded with satisfaction, then directed his path homeward to
await the outcome of his speJI.
"What's the matter with him, Ridge? Our boy bas no fever; noheadache, no rash .
. . no medical symptoms of any kind: But heis listless, depressed, and won't eat. And
you're telling us not to take him to the hospital? What else can we do?"
"Listen to me, Yona ... and you, too, Rose. What's ailing Little-Bear is something
no white man's medicine can do anything about. The boy's been conjured, conjured real
bad. I love Little Bear as much as you do, and I'm goingtodo everything in my powerto
help him, but--I've got to be honest with you--if the tskili who is doing this to him is
stronger than I am, I may not be able to save him."
"But what can we do? We'U go madjust sitting here, watchingourson slip-away
from us."
"WelJ, I never knew praying to hurt anyone ... and you·migbt also want to think
real hard about who could have gotten hold of LittleBear's saliva within the last few
days. I'm dead certain it had to be used in this kindof speU,andI'd have amuchbetter
chance of turning the spell ifl knew who sent it.',

•

Another day passed; and the· old conjuror sat besidethe small campfire he had built
near a stream. By the firelight he was able to gaze into the small quartz crystal he held
between his thumband forefinger. Quietly intoning an incantation, he asked tobe shown
Little Bear: The crystal clouded over, then showed the boy lying in· his bed, pale and
shrunken.
"Good, good. The spetl does its work," he murmured with satisfaction. But then a
thought struck him: "Still, I can't be sure that meddlesome uncle of his won't be· able to
nullify my spetl ... or, worse, tum it back on me. I don't think Ridge Walker is that
powerful a medicine man, but it doesn't pay to take any chances. No, I" think maybe a
little fire, while the boy is too weak to run from it, wouldsettle thisonceand for all."
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Bjern and Ridge were sitting in rockers on the porch of the Thorsson cabin, trying
to puzzle out who the conjuror might be. Rose sat on the steps nearby, listening to the
conversation and thinking hard. Suddenly she sat up, put her hand to her mouth, and
cried out: "Oh, my God, I know who it is! Yona, Ridge, it has to be him."
Bjorn leapt out of his rocker and knelt beside his wife. "Tell us, honey, who is it?"
"I just remembered something I saw after the picnic last Sunday. I wasn't as
caught up in the ball game as you fellows, so I was looking around at the crowd. I
happened to glance back toward the picnic tables, and I saw someone picking up
something from the ground where Little Bear had been spitting watermelon seeds. Y ona,
Ridge ... it was old Deacon Persimmon."
Ridge let out a low whistle then said, "I've been hearing rumors about John
Persimmon for a long time. Some say he's a conjure man, others say he's a witch. Either
way, nobody has anything good to say about him, so I've always tried to stay out of his
way. But now that we know he's the one, I've got something to work with-so I'll get
started right away."
'
Ridge started toward his car, where he kept his medicine bag, while Rose and Bjern
entered their cabin-he to check on their son, she to stir the stew simmering. in the iron
kettle suspended in the large stone fireplace. It was at that very moment that a sorcerous
fireball of purple flame roared down the chimney and exploded out into the room.
Rose was in the direct path of the fireball and never knew what hit her. A quick
glance at her smoldering corpse on the floor told the horrified Bjmn that his beloved
Rose was beyond his help. With a cry of despair, he turned back to Little Bear's bed,
gathered his son into his arms, and dived through the cabin window, any possible retreat
through the door having been cut off by the ravenous flames.
Bjem landed on his shoulder, cradling Little Bear against the impact. Stunned at
first, it took Bjsm a few moments to regain his breath and to realize that Ridge was
kneeling beside him, lifting the deadweight of the boy from his arms so they could flee
the unbearable heat of the inferno that had been the Thorsson home.
"Where's Rose?" asked her brother anxiously.
"Gone, she's gone," sobbed Bjern, tears trickling down his cheeks. "But thank
God she didn't have to suffer ... at least I pray she didn't." Then the bereaved husband's
jaw tightened as he grated: "I'm going to get the bastard who did this, Ridge, I swear I
am. We'll see how well his magic stands up to a load of buckshot!"
"This is crazy talk, Yona," cautioned Ridge, equally disturbed but keeping his grief
inside. "You have no idea what that old man can do to you."
"All I know is he's killed my wife, and he's well on his way to killing my kid ... ,''
his voice broke. "So I'm going to stop him the only way I know how."
"But, Yona .... "
"Don't try to stop me, Ridge, my mind is made up. Just promise me that ifl don't
come back, you'll get my son out of here as quick as you can. Take him to Iowa ... to
my home place. If you get him far enough away from here maybe he'll get well. I know
it's a long shot--and I understand what it would mean to you to leave this place, I really
do-but I can't think of anything else to do. So promise me, please promise me, Ridge ..
. then I can do what I have to do with at least a little hope."
Ridge grimaced, took a breath, then nodded and said: "I'll do what I can."
The brothers-in-law hugged, then Bjern slipped his station wagon in gear and

Mythic Circle #26, pg. 41

headed off for the Bryson City highway and John Persimmon's place down near the
Kituwah mound. The road from Cherokee to Bryson City is narrow and winding, and
when what seemed to be a deer appeared in the headlights of Bjem's station wagon, he
instinctively swerved into the other lane to avoid hitting it. He tried to recover and
straighten out the auto, but at the speed he was going it was too late-and his vehicle
sailed off the road. The station wagon nose-dived into the rocky road embankment and
flipped over once before landing on its roof in the Tuckasegee River below. Little Bear
was now an orphan.
Meanwhile, Ridge Walker had carried his nephew down by the stream where there
was one last, desperate measure he could try to save the boy's life. Gently Ridge lowered
Little Bear into the healing embrace of Long Man--the spirit of running watersubmerging the boy to the point that only his face was above the surface. There the
medicine man intoned a powerful incantation which, if it succeeded, would wash away
Little Bear's name. Such an incantation was only to be used in the most extreme of
circumstances, for to the Cherokee one's name is an integral, living part of who one is.
To lose it, or have it taken away, is in a sense to cease to exist-or at least to exist as the
person one had been. In Little Bear's case, the loss would be even greater, for although
his potential spiritual power would remain, all of the Cherokee magic he had learned
would be erased from his memory. A drastic cure, indeed. Still, the loss of Little Bear's
name should take the conjuror's death spell with it, as well as remove the boy from view
in the conjuror's crystal. What other choice remained?
After the fourth repetition of the incantation, all was quiet for a moment, then the
boy sat up in the stream, shivering. Through chattering teeth, he said: "You seem
awfully familiar, but ... but who am I?"
Ridge Walker breathed a sigh of relief and smiled reassuringly at his nephew, as
the myth of another soul who had returned from the Nightland filled his thoughts. "Why,
I guess you must be Redbird. Yes, that's it! Redbird's your name--Redbird Thorsson."
A short time later, after Redbird had been wrapped up in a warm blanket and was
wolfing down the food his uncle had found for him, Ridge consulted his own crystal and
learned of Bjem's fatal crash. The medicine man shook his head grimly, filled with the
pain of the double loss-and the separation from other loved ones soon to come. And no
leave-takings would be possible without risking that the losses and separation would all
be in vain. But the boy must be saved, no matter the cost to his uncle, and retrained, too-if that were even possible, for Ridge was far from confident that his own powers would
survive when he was far removed from the mountain country that had sustained and
nurtured bis spirit.
·' "Well, Redbird, I figure we ought to go spend some time with your grandmother up
North. We've got a long trip ahead ofus, so I think we'd better be getting started."
Seeing the puzzled expression on his nephew's face, he added: "I know you've got a lot
of questions to ask, but we'll have plenty of time to talk about anything you like while we
travel."
As the car headed off into the night, the man was filled with as much uncertainty as
the boy-but he was also filled with the resolve that, whatever the future held for them,
they would meet it together as they walked the White Path.
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by
Cameron La Follette

A giant tree binding ice and flame
holds the star-spun sky
earths hangs under milk-sweet fruit-only birds of the sun soar so high
Here all places come to silvered end
and the roads are pale and dim
no guardian holds the purpled west
nor any speak beyond its rim
The gold-branched tree stands alone
where light fountains out of fire
but few men journey ever there
hearts ragged and shorn of desire
The stories all tell this tale
we are born of the wine-dark seeds
and no man knows more
though many have done bold deeds
Truth from the amber sap and mead
blooms across white-flowered sleep
and over a windswept border
to men walking the dark-blue deep
By radiance of the sky-wreathed tree
ice never melts, nor suns bum
they who see this water and light
behold the heart, and never return.
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Selkies
by
Cameron La Follette
Seals wait in chill green brine
near the river and glistening sands
for the moon's late rising
pale silver spell spreads out free
all across the sobbing, foaming sea
They lie heavy in a rolling surf
at the edge of wave-bright shore
a rippling pulls along their bodies
under the stany midnight air
and young maids breathe naked there
Sel.kie speaks on the rocky shore
giving human love to bear our young
and holding court on watered sands
for the land beckons, alien but fair
they are guests to our haunted air
This is their long, sad yearning
wrapped in call of the moaning sea
gleam of fish and roar of blue tide
the silvered selk.ie is bound as seal
no love may sunder it, nor years heal
Their salt-glistened pelts are never far
and though we court a brown-eyed seal
the tide empties human hearts
so if one gives marriage to you or me
selkie will tum hungrily to the sea.
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Tia
by
Maria Ott Tatham

In the days when whaling shipsplied their bloodied trade alongthe northern coast,
a whalefought back against a single vessel, ramming it. The splinteringof its hull
sounded below in the halls of the City of the Mer.
A high sea ran in green billows hiding the sailor from the mer's view. She kicked
young, strong legs and mounted the next wave looking for him.
For as long as there had been a people living in the sea, for as long as there had
been land-dwellers venturing out upon it, this was the story: a mer hurrying to the rescue
of a sailor in trouble. Epochs ago, the parents of the mer sought refuge in the sea from
the troubled land. Their descendants still felt kinship for the strange folk who remained
on solid ground. Mer responded to their cries of alarm and calls for help with empathy,
curiosity, and tender condescension. Though the sea imparted much of its mysterious
power to the mer, it could not make them invulnerable. They could be hurt by dangerous
land-dwellers. Mer were schooled to save them, then quickly flee.
The mer had seen the sailor's lonely plunge from the sinking whaler. Witnessed
the broken mainmast go over and down in a dragging shroud of sail and tackle, while the
waters tilted under the groaning hull. It sank with all hands but him. The next billow
took her up, and she glimpsed him clinging to a casque that was tacking him away from
the danger. She swam down, then was lifted again, the watery landscape changing from
sinking valley to looming cliff. The waves were carrying him away from her. She rested
and waited, shaking out her cramping legs, letting the sea bear her along, trusting it to
drive them the same way.
At last, the afternoon sun glinted from the horizon over the calming sea. She
submerged, her thin second eyelids keeping out the sting of brine as she searched for his
legs. Sharks had found him and were circling. She felt his fear and raced to him, her
glinting trident shining into the sharks' dull eyes. The sharks scattered and swam toward
the shadowy depths.
Her sailor was young, one broken leg banging, the other kicking to keep his mouth
above water. She hooked her ann over his head and grasped him under his arm, then
swam for the single still point on the horizon.
Up the pebbled shore she pulled him into the dry rye grass. The sun was setting
through a curtain of stunted pines. Exhausted, she sank down beside him and slept
through the night.

Mythic Circle #26, pg. 52

Mythic Circle #26, pg. 53

In the morning light, she crouched over him, splinting his leg with a fallen branch

and strips she tore from the hem of her faded shift.
When he opened his eyes, she said, "You're a sad sight, my sailor."
He glanced at the bright sky and shaking buttercups, then his eyes opened wide at
the sight of her. He trembled, so she closed his eyes with her fingertips and said, "Hush."
He parted his parched lips but did not speak.
She helped him drink fresh water from a brimming conch dipped from the isle's
stream, then strung her mer shawl between the rocks to shelter him. Cradling his head in
her lap, she kept vigil as the breeze flapped the fringe of their makeshift awning.
He awoke toward sunset and asked, "Who are you?"
"Tia."
He peered through narrowed lids, crying out when he tried to smile. She drew a
little bag from her belt, opened a small jar of mother-of-pearl, and dabbed his lips with
soothing salve.
He looked at her as she worked and, when he could speak again, said, "Who?"
"Your mer, my sailor."
"I'm dreaming."
"No, you're not. I found you and helped you when your ship went down."
"Ah, I remember," he said and buried his face against her.
Through fierce sunsets, white moons, and still mornings, Tia watched over him,
cooking him salmon poached in dolphin milk. She was barely going to the sea anymore,
except for the few things they needed, staying close to him, tending the fire, and
appeasing his nightmares of the sea. Other young mer waded out to look at him, shaking
their heads at his beauty.
"Is he yours?" asked Anya.
"Yes, I'm the one who drove off the sharks and saved him," said Tia.
"His mouth is lovely. May we give him a kiss?"
"No." Tia stood between them and her sailor.
Lilly walked around her. "Why won't you share?" She lowered the points of a
slender trident, and bit her lip with a strange smile.
Tia threatened, "Uncle Anatole should hear you."
Lilly's eyes twinkled. "Accuse yourself, cousin."
Anya stooped and lifted the sailor's hair, discovering his pale forehead. "He's a
patchwork of bronze and white." She stroked his hand and drew in her breath at a circle
of pallor around his finger. "He's lost his ring in the sea!"
Tia frowned. "Go away. Let him rest."
Lilly fingered Tia's braid. "Look at your hair and your skin. You can't stay here
any longer."
"I'll stay as long as he needs me."
Anya and Lilly strayed back through the grass toward the shore.
When they were gone, Tia's sailor woke and stayed awake for a while. She helped
him walk to the trees and back. When he napped, she stared at the fire and combed her
long, dry hair. While she rubbed her peeling skin with salve, she watched the gentle rise
and fall of his breathing.
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Her cheek on her arm, Tia lay dozing by the fire. She was wakened by drips of
salty sea. Francesca's wet feet stood by the fire's embers. Tia looked up past a dripping
fall of gray hair, over small squared shoulders, to her mother's worried eyes.
"Weren't you listening, Tia?"

"But, he needs my help."
"He needed your help then, now he needs to go home. There's a dory in the Cove.
Still seaworthy. I'll bring it, and we'll set him adrift."
"To danger?"
''Back to his harbor."
''He's my sailor, Mother."
Francesca sat down and said, "He'll never be yours, darling."
Tia dropped her gaze. "Was my Father like him?"
"Even more lovely."
"Fair, though, not dark?"
"Yes, as I've told you before. That's how you come by this," and she lifted Tia's
loosely braided hair, strands of gold mixed with dark.
"What was he like?"
"Intense, like the sea. But, he laughed with more joy than most land-dwellers."
"YOU loved?"
"Of course."
"Then why did he leave?"
"He went back to his world. To sailing the sea, while I live in it." Francesca lifted
her hand to Tia's face.
Tia pushed her hand away. "It will be different with my sailor."
"I see he lost his wedding ring. He will leave you with a fatherless child."
Tia turned away to hide her angry tears.
Francesca waded into the waves and swam for the Cove.
With her sailor clinging to her neck, Tia swam the wide channel from isle to
mainland, where she knew of a secret place. She helped him to the cave hidden behind a
mound of clamshells, lit their fire, and covered the floor with rushes for his bed. He had
been too weak for such a journey, and lay shivering as she boiled him a tea of grasses.
He looked at her with overly bright eyes and took the cup with shaking hands.
"Tia, I know this place. I'm nearly home."
She dried her shawl at the fire and draped him, then sat pillowing his head with her
arm. His choking cough was the first she ever heard. She dido 't know a land-dweller
could struggle to breathe the air of the upper world. She studied her sailor with fear.
He said, ''My home is just over the hill. A white cottage with a trellis of roses.
Would you go for my wife?"
She went to the entrance of the cave. The cave was hot; her sailor's breath was
torrid and withering. His dark eyes glittered as he pleaded. She wanted to take him
down to the cool sea that lulled the roots of the isle, to that safe sanctuary. But, he
couldn't go. She touched her cracking skin. Drops of blood oozed in the firelight Her
hair was as tangled as waterless seaweed, a drying fall of brown and gold.
"Tia, please."
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She looked at him, where he leaned on a bed of rushes, then quickly banked the
fire, tucked the shawl under his chin, and left. Beneath her feet the grass felt harsh and
brittle. From the twilit hill, she looked down on a small white cottage with firelight
spilling out its open doorway. The roses were in bloom on the trellis, fragile blooms that
tossed in the wind off the sea. She ran down and peered around the doorjamb into his
home.
A young woman sat at the fire, cooing into her cradling arms.
Tia's throat tightened.
The woman, her hair a crown of wound braids, her tilted eyes smiling, bent and
kissed the downy head of her baby. She was nursing, pushing her rocker with one bare
foot.
Tia pulled back into shadow, her heart pounding. She turned to run, but the sea
was in her ears, calling her by name, commanding her to speak on behalf of her sailor, to
chose his interests over her own. Relentlessly calling her to sever herself from her heart's
desire, so that he might have his.
But, still she turned to run. She ran into the arms of Uncle Anatole. His short,
broad form, and curling hair and beard dripped with seawater. He surrounded her with
cool arms and she felt the cold steel of a trident in his hand. Then he held her away from
him and chided her with his eyes. When she ran, he grasped her hand and turned her
back toward the cottage door.
She said, "Uncle, I don't want to see."
He pushed her forward.
The young woman was standing, lifting her baby, burying her face against his
tummy. Squeals and coos of laughter came from his smiling face. He lifted his legs,
struggling against her. Then, she suddenly brought him down to her arms and sobbed
pitifully against his neck.
Tia couldn't breathe. She buried her face against Uncle Anatole's shoulder. She
found his shoulder now covered in a magic sleeve of wool. His massy hair hidden under
the borrowed image of a sailor's cap. He knocked on the doorframe and stepped in with
Tia. Tia looked down at her own land-ward change, the image of a long gingham dress,
and shoes on her shoeless feet.
Uncle Anatole said, "We've found your husband, Missus. We'll bring him home."
The young woman cried, "Let me go with you! I' II just tie the baby in his blanket
and don my shoes."
Uncle Anatole gripped Tia's band and pulled her out to the step.
Soon the young woman appeared in her husband's old jacket, her baby wrapped in
a blanket in her arms. The three ascended the hill under the rising moon. The hill
seemed like a granite wave impossible to climb, but at last Tia reached the top and looked
down. The fragile fence she had used to hide her sailor, was only a low mound of shells
strewn with seaweed and circled by a whorl of sand.
The young wife followed them down the sea-ward side of the hill and over the
crunching mound into the cave.
When Tia's sailor saw his wife, he cried, "Liza! Thank God!"
Uncle Anatole stood between the two of them and Tia, pushing her out of the cave.
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Her eyes above the waterline, Tia swam into the harbor to see him just once more.
Above her, sailors clambered from ship plank to resounding wharf, hefting sacks,
winching casques to shore. The first thing she spied was her sailor's slight limp, then the
one ankle a bit larger than the other, its foot in a loosely tied shoe. Tia watched him
down his lunch, wiping his mouth and laughing.
"Was she a beauty]" asked his companion.
"Should I tell?"
"If you're fair. I suppose she had a tail like a fish?"
Tia's sailor stopped smiling and fell silent.
Others gathered to listen as he said his next soft words, "She had beautiful legs.
And, hair that fell to her knees."
They whooped, and the sailor frowned. He hurried to say, "But she was drying like
salted cod. She missed the sea. And the sea missed her."
"And your wife?"
"She fetched Liza and brought her back to me."
"Ah. Is that the whole story?"
Tia dove, scraping against the rough piling of the wharf, and fled his world forever.
On the isle where she once tended her sailor, she now lay hiding in the grass,
refusing both present and future. Above, bright clouds were gathering. She wished she
could plunge into their perfect solace. Instead, she sighed, got up on one arm, then onto
her knees, picking up her trident. Before her, the blue sound was studded by rocky isles
crowned with dark green pines. Her heart began to yearn for a watery race with the
harbor seal, for a talk with the mer. She stood and buried the prongs of her trident in the
shallow soil, then tied a strip of her faded shift to its handle. Her memorial to temporary
joy on troubled land. She walked to the sea, her touch lingering on the tall grass. At last,
feet together, hands lifted, she plunged.
Down to the cool, bubbly depths, kicking toward the City of the Mer. The brine
washed and soothed every inch of her. The mer greeted her, taking her hands, their
smiling faces haloed by waving hair. They lifted shining tridents high in "Hoorah", and
led her in a procession of welcome. At the edge of the schooling mer, Anya and Lilly
teased the mermen to come out to them. In the purpling distance, an old shipwreck jutted
over an abyss. The sight filled Tia with longing. Her sailor was in another world. She
was safe now from its troubles, but separate from him whom she loved.
The procession danced on with her through a portal of tossing fronds toward the
sea palace and vilJas. The city of sand was mortared to the roots of the isles with the steel
glue of black mussels. Its foundation was gigantic clams sunk in gray drifts, its turrets
had been dribbled and glued by a thousand careful bands.
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[Note: the use of italics in entries indicates composition by our contributors; editorial
comment and authorial quotation are distinguished in the usual ways.]

Greg Beatty (http://home.earthlinlc.net/-gbeatty/) attended Clarion West 2000, where he
wrote "Voices in the Dark". He supports his writing habit by teaching/orthe University
of Phoenix Online. When he's not at his computer, he enjoys cooking, practicing martial
arts, and having complex interpersonal relationships.

Tim Callahan has worked as a layout designer in the animation industry while pursuing
numerous academic interests in the fields of religion, mythology, and the sciences. He is
the author of Bible Prophecy: Failure or Fulfillment? and Secret Origins o(the Bible. as
well as poems, Mythcon presentations, and articles.

Bonnie Callahan is a longtime member of the Mythopoeic Society (since 1968), with
extensive experience in illustration and a lengthy career in the animation industry as a
background designer. She has also immersed herself in myth and literature, and hopes to
start a second career as a writer.

Joe R. Christopher has published 151 poems through the years, two plays (including
"Retirement: A Masque", which appeared in The Mythic Circle), and ten short stories
(including two in The Mythic Circle). Several of his poems have also appeared here. He
has been involved in various activities in The Mythopoeic Society through the years;
currently, he is on the editorial board of The Mythopoeic Press.

S. Donnan is currently at work on a series of Maine rural town novels with mythic
overtones. Her work has appeared regionally in Maine publications, like Portland
Monthly. in little magazines, such as, The Mythic Circle, and in journals in the Midwest.
She recently received her Master's Degree in Humanities. Her thesis revolved around
the historical tension between rationalism and Christianity, focusing on Mark Twain, C.
S. Lewis, and Johannes Kepler. A byproduct of this was her novella, Fantastic
Travelogue.
Kathy Edwards is an artist in the blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia who loves to do
fantasy art. Her 91 year old mother posed for the picture of the priestess Aclypsia when
imaginationfailed to enable her to imagine how an old woman would hold such a long
staff to draw pictures in the dirt. (Kathy Edwards has a web site at
<httpt/thome.att.neu--ekathy>where she displays her work, some of it for sale.)

Terry Ehret has previously published three collections of poetry, most recently
Translations !tom the Human Language. The excerpted chapter "Aclypsia" is from her
first novel, Sleep under Stones. Literary awards include the National Poetry Series,
California Book Award, and Pablo Neruda Poetry Prize. She is the co-founder of Sixteen
Rivers Press, and is currently poet laureate of Sonoma County, where she teaches writing
and lives with her husband and daughters.
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Lala Beine-Koehn was born in Poland but currently lives with her family in Victoria,
British Columbia, where she continues to write and publish her poetry.
Anna Kasbina was born in Russia and moved to the United States in 1994. She has a
PkD. in molecular biology and is the published author of two books in Russian and an
English-language fantasy novel, The Princess o(Dhagabad She lives in Philadelphia,
Pennsylvania. where she is working hard on combining her successful career as a
scientist and her passion for writing.
Cameron La Follette lives in Oregon. She works as an environmental and land use
advocate. She has given gallery readings of her poetry in Oregon. Her poetry
principally concerns the natural world, and mythic themes from the Celtic, Scandinavian.
and Germanic countries of Europe. She has made a lifelongstudy of these mythologies.
Joey Madia 's award-winning poetry, essays, and a serial novel have appeared in over
twenty traditional and online publications. He has appeared in fifty productions,
directed almost twenty, and has written many original plays and musicals for children.
He is currently touring in his original play "Two Marys, Five Jacks and One Very Big
Shoe", forchildren ages three to eight, for Youth Stages, LLC, in Princeton. New Jersey.
You can read his works at his website www.newmystics.com.
Tony B'ez Mil,n, born in Ponce and raised in Peiiuelas, Puerto Rico, is the author of
Noel y los Tres Santos Reyes Magos, Embrujo, and Tales from an Invisible Continent.
His work, in English and Spanish, has appeared in numerous magazines in the United
States, Canada, Spain. and Puerto Rico. He resides in Los Angeles, California, with his
wife and two children.

*

Jef Murray has been sketching and painting natural and mythological wildlifeand
landscapes since his childhood years. His paintings, sketches, illustrations, and logos
are sought after by private and corporate patrons and by non-profit groups such as the
Nature Conservancy, the Mythopoeic Society, and the Tolkien Society. He has developed
black and white and color illustrations for use with articles, poems, and children's
stories, and is an enthusiastic supporter of The Mythic Circle. His website is at
<www.JefMurray.com>.
Douglas "Dag" Rossman has loved the Scandinavian and Cherokee myths and legends
formany years=and has written several books about them=but "The White Path" is his
first attempt to integrate them in a fictional setting. All of the Cherokee magic described
in the story is authentic, being derivedfrom either the anthropological literature or
interviews with a Cherokee elder. Another Redbird tale has been completed, and more
are on the way.
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Maria Ott Tatham is the editorial assistant for The Mvthic Circle. She lives with her
husband Tom in Northwest Ohio. "Tia" grew out of her love/or the sea, and her desire
to explore the theme of temptation. Her fairy tales have appeared in The Mythic Circle;
her comic tale "Me, George, And The Dragon" appeared in the March 2004 issue of
Deep Magic.
Donald T. Williams holds a B.A. in English from Taylor University, an MDiv. From
Trinity Evangelical Divinity School, and a Doctorate in Medieval and Renaissance
Literaturefrom the University of Georgia. He is the author of three boob and numerous
essays, poems, etc., which appeared in such journals as Christianity Today, The Journal
of the Evangelical Theological Society. Phi/osophia Christi, Christianity and Literature,
Christian Scholar's Review, Mvthlore. and Vil He serves as Professor of English and
Director of the School of Arts and Sciences at Toccoa Falls College in the hills of
Northeast Georgia.

The Mythic Circle
The Mythic Circle is a small literary magazine published by The Mythopoeic
Society, which celebrates the work ofC. S. Lewis, J. R.R. Tolkien, Charles Williams,
and other writers in the mythic tradition. It has become an annual. The next issue, #27,
will appear some time in late 2004 or early 2005. Copies of previous issues are available
through the Mythopoeic Society Orders Department The subscription price is $8.00 a
year (one issue). For subscriptions and past issues, write to: Mythopoeic Society Orders
Department, 920 N. Atlantic Blvd. #E, Alhambra, CA 91801. Submissions and letters of
comment should be sent to: Gwenyth Hood, English Department, Marshall University,
Huntington WV 25701.
We have, as yet, no hard and fast length limits, but we are a small publication. We
have to think very well of a story 5000 words long to publish it, and shorter stories have a
better chance. By editorial policy we favor our subscribers. We also favor those who
show their desire to improve their work by revising their submissions and submitting
them again, even if they do not exactly take our advice. Submissions should be doublespaced and should include a stamped, self-addressed envelope. For more information
about The Mythopoeic Society and its publications, see our web site,
<www.mythsoc.org>.
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The mystery picture on the back cover was drawn by Bonnie Callahan, who bas
graced previous MC issues with her evocative and lively illustrations. This one is meant
to lure stories from writers, not to illustrate one already written.
What can it mean, that youth in the headdress (or is it a youth?) following the
intrepid cat up a winding staircase into the sculpted crags?
That is for you to imagine.
Write your story and send it to us. The best story or stories will be published in the
next issues of The Mythic Circle. Perhaps if things go really well, Bonnie Callahan can
be persuaded to draw more illustrations for us!
Also, there will be a Writer's Workshop this summer at Mythcon 35, at the
University of Michigan, Ann Arbor (July 30-August 4 2004. Stories responding to
Bonnie's illustration will be welcome. For more updated information, check the
Mythcon 35 website, at <http://www.mythsoc.org/mythcon35.html>
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